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Emer Richard Duke of Gloceiter, (olus, 


; Ow isthe winter of diſcontent, 

] Made glorious ſummer by this Sonne of Yorke: 

| And all the clouds;that lowr vpon our houle, 

* Inthe deepe bowelsof the Ocean buried, 

Now are our browes bound with victorious wreathes, 

Our bruiied armes hung vp for monuments, 

Our ſterne alarums chang'd to merry meetings- 

Our dreadfull marches to delightfull pleaſures. 

Grim-viſzgd warrc,hath ſmooth'd his wrinkled front, 

And now inlead of mounting __ Steeds, 

To fright the ſoules of fearetull aquerſaries, 

Hecapers nimbly ina ladies chamber, 

To the lacinious plealing of a loue. 

Bur 1 that am not ſharpe of ſportiue trickes, | 

Nor made tocourt an amourous looking-glaſle , 

T that am rudely ſtampt,and want lones maieſty, 

To firut before a wanton ambling Nympth, 

I that am curtaild of this faire proportion, 

Cheated of featme by difſembling nature, 

Deform'd, yntiniſht tent betore my time 

Into this breathing world,haife made vp, 

And that ſo lamely and vnfaſhionable, 

That dogs barkeat me as I halt at them : 

\Whilel in this weake piping time of peace, 

Haue nodelight to pate away the time, 

Vnleſle to ſpiz my ſhadow inthe ſunne, 

And deſcant on mine owne deformity : 

And therefore iince I cannot proue a loner, 

To entertaine theſe faire well ſpoken dayes, | 

I am determined to prone a villaine, 

And hate the idle pleaſures of theſe dayes : 

Plots haue I layd,induRions dangerous, 
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The Tragedy 


By drunken propheſies libels and dreames, 
To ſet my brother Clarence andthe King, 
In deadly hate the one againſt the other, 
Andif King Edward be as true and iut 
As lam ſubtile , falſe and trecherous ; 
This day ſhould Clarence cloſely bemewd vp, 
About a propheſie which ſayes that G. 
Of Edwards hciresthe murtherer ſhall be- 
Diue thoughts downe to my ſoule, Enter Clarence with 
Heere Clarence comes, a Guard of Men, 
Brother , good dayes , what meane. this armed guard 
That waits vpon your grace ? 
Cla,His Maielty tendring my perſons ſafety,hath appointed 
This conduc to conuey metothe Tower, 
Glo, Vpon what Caule ? 
Cla, Becauſe my rame 1s George, 
Glo.Alacke my Lord,that fault 15 noneof yours, 
He ſhould tor that commit your god-fathers: 
O belike his Maicſty bath ſome intenx 
That you ſhall be new chrifined in the Tower, 
But what is the matter C/arence, may 1 know ? 
Cla.Yea Richard when I doe know,tor I prote(i 
As yetI doenot , butas Ican learne, 
He harkens after prophefies , and dreames, 
And from the crotle-row pluckes the-letter-G, 
And fayes a wizard told him that by G, 
His ifſue difinherited ſhould be, 
And for my name of George begins with G, 
Jt followes in his thought that I am he: 
Theſe as I learne and ſuch liketoyes as theſe, 
Haue moued his highneſſe to commit me now. 
Gle, W hythis it is when men areruld by women, 
Tis not the King that ſends yan tothe Tower , 
My Lady Gray his wife, Clarence tis ſhe 
That rempts him to this extreamity, 
Was it not ſhe and that good man of worſhip 
Artheny Wooduile her brother there, 
That made him ſend L. Hafings to the Tower, 
From waence this preſent day he is delinered ? 


We are not late Clarence, we arenot ſalts Cl, 
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of Richard the Ths4, 


(a.By Heauen | thinke there is no man fecnrd 
But the Queenes kindred , and nrghr walking heralds 
That truge betweene the King and Miftris Shere : 
Heard you not what an humble ſopp'iant 
Lord Haitings was to her for his delinery ? 

Glo. Humbly complayning to her Deity, 

Gori my Lord Chamberlaine his liberty, 

Ile tell you what , I thinkeit were our way, 

I; we will keepe in tauour with the King, 

To be hermwen and weare her linery, 

Tneiealous ore-worme widdow and her lelte, 
Since that ourbrother dubd rhemGenmtlewomen: 
Are mighty gothpsin this menarchy. 

Breo.1 beleech your graces both to pardon mg. 
His Maletty hath Rtrarghtly ginen incharge, 

at no man ſhall haue priuate cenference, 
Of what degree ſoeuer with his brother. 

Glo. Euen ſo and pleaſe your worſhip Brokenbarz, 
You may pertake of any thing we ay : 

We ſpeake no treaſon man, we lay the King 

Is wile and vertuous and the noble Queene 

Well firoke 1n yeares,faire and not icalous, 

We ſay that Shores Wite hath a prety foote, 

A chery lip a bonny eye , a paſhng plealing tongue * 
And thatthe Queenes kindred are made gentle toks : 
How lay you fir, can you deny all this ? 

Bro. V Vith this (my Lord) my ſelfe hath nonght to do. 

Glo. Nought todo with Mittrts Shore,I tell thee fellow, 
He that doth novght with her excepting one, 

VVere bett to do it ſecretly alcne, 
Bro. VVhat one my Lord ? 
G!o, Her husband knaue, wouldeft thou betray me ? 


Bro. lbeſeech your Graceto pardon me,and withall for- 


Yout conference with the noble Duke. ( beare. 
Cla. We know thy charge Brokenbury, and will obey, 
Glo. Weare the Queenes Abiects and mult obey, 

Brother tarewell I will vnto the King, 

And whatſoeuer you will imploy me in, 

V Vere it to call-King Edwards widdow fiſtery 
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& | The Tragedy 

t T will pe:forme it to infranchiſe you, 

bY Mean2 time this deepe diſgrace inbrotherliood, | 
BE Touches me deeper then you can imagine» | 
- (Y%.1 know itpleaſeth neyther of vs well- | 
ol EY G/9. Well your impriſonment ſhallnot be long: | 
dp] [ will delincr you , or lie for you, | 
=, Meane time hane patience | 
X' Clz. ] mult pertorce, tarewell- Exit Cas | 
. Glo, Go tread the path, thatthou ſhalt neere returize, | 
>, Simple plaine Clarexce, I doe loue thee lo, : | 
< That I will ſhortly ſendthy ſfoule to Heanen, 
A if Heauen will take the preſent at our hands- | 
$ Bu: who comes heerethe new delivered Haſtings. 
* Enter Lord Haitings-«. 
_ Tait.Good time of day vato my gracious Lord, | 
"6 Glo. As much vato my good L. Chamberlaine : 
© Well, you are welcome to this open alrey 

4 How hath your Lordſhip brookt impritonment ? 


Haft. With patience (noble Lord) as priſoners mult : 
But I ſhall live my Lord to give them thanks, 
That were the caule of my impriſonment. 
Glo, No donht, nodoubt, and fo ſhall Clarerc: too, 
For they that were your en2mycs , are his, 
And haue preuailed as mych an himas you. 
Haſe,Morepitty that the Egle:ſhould be mewed 
While Kites and Buzzards prey at liberty- 
Glo. What newes abroad- 
H.:/#.No newes {o bad abroad asthis at home * 
bye | The King is fickly weake and melanchoily, 
7 And his Phifitians feare him mightily, 
Gle.Now by Saint Pa+/ this newes is bad indeed, 
Oh he hath kept an11l dyer long, : 
And oner much con'umed his coyall perion, 
Tis very gricuous to be thought vpon, 
A Whatris he in lus bed ? 
Hiſt. He 1s. | 
Glo.Goyou before,and 1 will follow you, Exir Hast. 
He cannot line I hope , and mult not die 
Till George be packt with poſt-horle vp to heanen * 
le into vrge his haized more to C larcnee, 
With 
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of Richard the Third, 


Which les well tce!d with weighty argnirents, 

And if 1 faile not in my deeps intent, 

Claroice lath not another day to live; 

Which done God take Kibg Edward to his mercy 

And leauethe world forme ro bnfle!! m, 

For thenile marty Parwicks youngeſt danger, 

W hat though 1 kill ter hnsband and her father, 

Thereadieit way to make the werch amends, 

Is to become hex husband and her father : 

The which will 1 not ail fo mnch for loue, 

As for another ſecret cio!e intent, 

By marrying her which I muſt reach vnto, 

Bur yet I run before my horſe to market : 

Clarence fill liues, Edward [till raignes, 

When they are gone,then mult I count my g 

Enter Lady Anne, with the bearſe of Henry the fext» 

La. Ser downe,fet downe, your honourable Lerd. 

Ifhonour may be ſhrowded in a hearſe, 

Whil{tI a while obſequiouſly lamenr 

The vntimely fall of vertnons Lancaſter, 

Poore key-cold figure ofa holy King, 

Pale aſhes of the houſe of Lancaſter, 

Thou bloodlefle remnant of that royall blood, 

Be it lawfull that I innocate thy Ghoſt, 

To heare the lamentations of poore Arne, 

Wifetothy Edward, to thy ſlanghtered fonne, 

Stabd by the ſeife ame hands that madethe'e holcs 

Loe in thoſe windowesthat let forth thy life, 

I poure the helpeleſſe balme of my poore eyes, 

Curſt be the hand that madethe fatall holes, 

Curſt be the heart, that had the heart to do it, 

More direfull hap heride that hated wretch, 

That makes vs wretched by the death of thee : - 

ThenIcan wiſh to Addets,Spiders,Toads, 

Or any creeping venomde thing thar lines. 

If ever he haue child, abortme be it, 

Prodigious and vntimely brought to light: 

Who vreiyand vnmnaturall aſpect 

May ftighr 'the hopefult mother at the view, 
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The Tragedy 


Tf encr he haue wifelet her be made 
As miſerable by the death of him, 
As I am made by my [ppoos Lord and thee. 
Come now towards Cherſey with your holy load 
Taken from Pawl:s to be in interred there: 
And Kill as you are weary of the waight, Enter 
Reſt you whules I lament King Hemries corſe, Gloceſter, 
Glo. Stay you that beare the coarſe, and ſet it downe. 
La. W hat blacke Magitian,coniures vp this fiend 
'1o flop denoted charitable deeds: 
. Gla Villaine, ſet downe the coarſe, or by Saint Paul, 
[Tie make a corſe of him that diſobeyes ? 
" ©. Gen. Stand backeand let the cottin paſle. 
Glo. Vnmannerly dog, ſtandit thou when I command, 
Adnafce thy halbert higher then my breaſt, 
Or by Saint Pasl ile ſtrike thee to my foote, 
And ſpurne vpon thee begger tor thy boldneſſe. 
La:\W hat do you tremble,are you all affraid ? 
Alaſſe,l blame you not for you are mortall, 
And mortall eyes cannot endure the Diuc! 
Auant thon feaxefull miniſter of hell, 
Thou hadit but power ouer his mortallBody, 
His ſoule thou cant not have therefore þe gone, 
Glo.Sweet Saint for charity be.not ſocurſt, 
La. Fouic tinett for Gods lake bence,andtrauble vs not, 
'For thou haſt made the happy earth thy hell, 
Fil'd it with curſing Sd deepeexclaimes, 
* If thou delight to view thy hamous deeds, 
 Behold+this parterne of thy. bticheries. 
Oh Gentlemen ſee, ſee dead Herries wounds, 
Open their congeald mouths and bleed atreſh, 
31uſh,bluſh, thou lumpe of foule deformity, 
For us thy preſence that exha's this blood, 
From cold and empty veines where no blood dwels. 
Thy ved inhumane and vr.caturall, 
Pronokes 1141s celine molt ,nnaturall, 
Oh God, which tizis blood 1:ad' Rt, reuenge his death: 
Oh earth wi:ch ths blood drinkR,revenge his death ; 
Eitter neauen with lightning, Rake the murderer dead, 
| þ | Or 
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d, 


of Richard the Third, ; 
Or Earth gape open 'wide , andeate him quicke, 
{t 


As thou didit ſwallow vp this good Kings blood, 
Which his Hell-gouctad arme hath butchered. | 
Glo,Lady,you know no rule of charity, x 
Which render good for bad , bleſſings for curſes, | 
La\Y illanne , thon knoweftno law of God, nor man. * 
No bealt fo fierce , but knowes {ome touch of pitty, | 
Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no beaſt. 
La. Oh wonderfull when duels tell the truth, 
Glo. More wonderfull when Angels are ſo angry, 

Vonchſafe devine perfetion of a woman, 

Of theſe ſuppoſed euils to gine mee leaue, F 

By circumitance but ro acquit my ſelfe. | + 

La; Vouchſafe defuſed infetion of a man, 
For theſe knowne euils; but to give mee leaue, 
By circumitance to curſe thy curſed felfe. 

Gls. Fairer then tongue canname thee , let mee haue 

Some patient leaſure to excuſe my lelfe, 

La.Fouler then heart can thinkethee, thou canſt make 

No excuſe currant, but to hang thy felte. 

Glo. By fuch dilpaire I ſhould accuſe my lfe. 

L.And by difparing ſhouldtt thou Rand excuide 
For doing worthy vengeance on thy {elte, 
Which d1dſt , ynworthy {laughter vpon others- 

C/o, Say that I flew them net, 
La, Why then they are not dead : : 

But dead they are and diveliſh flaue by thee, 
Glo. I did not kill your hnsband. 
£7. Why then hee is aline- 
Glo.Nay he is dead and ſlaineby Edwards hand. 

La. Inthytoule throat thon lieft. Queene 47argrec (ar 

Thy bloody fanichion imooking in his blood, 

I he which thou once didit bend againſt her breſt, 

But that my brother beat afſtide the poynt. 

Glo. | was pronoked by her{landerous tongue- 

Which laid her guilt ypon myguiltineſſe ſhoulders 
La. Thou watt prouoked by thy blocdy minde. 

W hich neuer dreamt on onght;but butcheryes : 

DidR thon net kill this King? Gl/oI grant yee, 
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The Tragedy 


La Doe? grant mee hedgehog,then God grant mee too 
Thou maieſt bee damned for that wicked deede. 
Oh be was gerxle, milde , and vertuous, 
Glo. The fitter for the King of Heauen that hath him. 
La. Hee is in Heauen, where thou ſhalt never come- 
Glo.Let him thankemee that holpe.to lend him thither, 
For he was fitter forthat place then Earth. 
La. And thou vnfit for any place but Hell. 
G!s, Yes one place elſeif you will heare meename it. 
La. Some Dungeon» Glo. Your bed-chambcr, 
Lz, NI reſtbetide the chamber where thou lie(t. 
Glo. So will it Maddam tul I he with you, 
1.a. T hope a. 
G&+1 know ſo , but gentle Lady Azne, 
T9 leave this kind incounter of your wits, 
And fall ſomewhat into a flower methode : 
Is not the cauſer of the time-leile deaths, 
Of theſe Plantagenets , Henry and Edward. 
As blamefull as the executioner ? 
La:Thou art the cauſe, and moſt accurſt effe&+ 
Glo. Your beauty was the cauſe of that effect» 
Your beauty which did haunt mee in my ſleepe, 
To vndertake the death of all the world, 
So TI might reſt that houre in your fweete boſome- 
La. 1tI thought that, I tell thee homicide, 
Theſenailes ſhould rend that beauty from their cheekes. 
Gle.Theſe eyes could neuer endure ſweet beauties wrack, 
You ſhould not blemiſh them if I ood by : 
As all the world is cleared by the Sunne, 
So I by that, it is my day , my life, 

La. Blacke night ouerſhade thy day,and death thy life. 
Glo.Curſe not thy ſelfe faire creature,thon art both. 
La, I would 1 were to bee revenged on thee, 

G{oIt 1s a quarrell moſt vnnaturall, 
Io be renenged on him that loueth you. 
£4. Ir is a quarrell wit and reaſonable, 
To bee; reuenged on him that ſlew my Husband- 
Glo, Hethat berett thee Lady oftby husband, 
D14 it to helpe theeto a better husband- 
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La. His better doth not breath ypon the Earth, 
Glo.Go too,he lines that loues you betterthen he could 
La. Name him. Glo. Plantagener. 
La. Why what was hee ? 
Glo. The felfe ſame namebut one of betternature, 
L a. Where 1s hee ? 
Gls. Heere. Shee Sitter at him 
Why doeſt fpit at him ? 
La. Would it weremortall poyſon for thy ſake- 
Glo. Neuer camepoylon from {o ſweete a place 
La. Neuer hung poyſon on a fouler Toade, 
Our of my fite thou doeſt infe&t my eyes. 
Glo, Thine eyes {weete Lady haue infefted mine. 
La. Would they were Bafiliskes toſtrike thee dead. - 
G/e- I would they were, that I might die at once, 
For now they kill me with a lining death. 
Thoſceyes of thine, from mine hauedrawne ſalt teares, 
Shamed their aſpect with ore of childiſh drops, 
I nener ſued to frinds nor enemy, ; 
My tonguecould neuer learne {weete ſmoothing words. 
But now thy beauty ispropoſde my fee ; 
My proud heart fues, andprompts my tongue to ſpeak, 
Teachnot my lips ſuch ſcorn-,for they were made 
For kiſſing Lady not for {uch contempt. 
If thy renengefull heart cannot forgiue, 
Loe here | lend thee this ſharp poynted ſword, 
Which if youpleaſe to hidein this true boſome, 
And let the ſoule forth that adorneth thee : 
I lay itnaked tothy deadly ftroake ; 
And humbly beg the death vpon my Knees. 
Nay,doenot pawſe,twas.I that kild your husband, 
But twas thy beauty that prouoked me * 
Nay now difpatch,twas I that Kild King Henry, 
But rwas thy hcaucnly face that ſet me on : Heere ſhe lers 
Take vp thy ſword againe,ortake vp me» fall the Sword 
La. Ariſe diſſembler , though 1 wiſhthy death, 
I will not be the executioner-+ ' 
Gle,Then bid me killmy felfe,and I will doe it. 
Las 1 haue already+ 
| B 2 Glo 
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Glo. Tuſh that was in thy rage : F 
3peake itagaine , and even with tne word, 
That band which for my loue did killthy lone, 
Shall for thy loue, Kill a farre trucr loue, 
To bath their deaths thou ſhalt bee acceſliary- 
La. 1 would know thy heart 
Glo. Tis figured in my Tongue. 
L.. 1 feare mee both are falle- 
Gl». Then neuer man was true» 
La. Well,well, put vp your {word 
Glo. Say then my peace 1s made- 
a. I hat ſhall you know hereatte: + 
Glo. But Iſhall liue in hope- 
{.a. All] men 1 hope live to. 
Glo. Vouchiateto werethisring- 
[.:. To take 1s not to giuc. | 
G!c, Looke how this ring incompaſleth thy finger, 
Enen {othy breſtincloſeth my poore heart» 
Vere both of them for both ofthemare thine 
And ifthy poors ſupplyant may 
But beg one fauour at thy gracious hand, 
[hou doett confirme his happinelle toreuer- 
La. Whatis it ? 
Gle. That it would pleale thee leaue thele (ad deſines 
To him that hath moreccauſe to bee a mourner, 
And preſently repaire td Crosby place , 
W herc after I haue ioleimnely enterred 
At Cherr/je Monaſtery this noble King, 
And wet his graue with my repentant teares, 
{ will with all expeciient duty fee you 
For diners vnknowne reaſons , I beſcech you 
Grant mee this boone- 
Za Wuhall my heart, and much it 1Oyes MC too, 
lo ſee you are become fo penitent : 
Treſſiland Bartly , goe a long with mee. 
Glo. Bid metarewell. 
La. Tis mote then you deſeruc : 
But Gnce you teach mec how to flatter you, 
Imagine I haue ſayd farewell already Exit. 
| Glo. 
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of Richard the Third, 


Glo. Sirs, take vpthecourie | 
Ser. Towards Cherthe noble Lord -2 
Glo. No to white Fryersthere attend my comnung : 
W as cuer woman inthis humour woed?Exen. Mane Glo. 
Was ever woman in this humour wonne ? 
Ile haue her , but I will not keepe her iong- 
W hat ? I have kild her husband and her father, 
To take her in her hearts extreameſt heate : 
With curies in her mouth,ccares in her eyes, 
The bleeding witnefle of her hatred by : 
Hauing God,her conictence,and thei barres again mee 
And 1 nothing to backe my ſute withall 
Burt the plaine Diuelland dufſembling lookes. 
And yct to win her all the world is nothing ? Hah. ? 
Hath thee forgot already that brave Prince | 
Edward her Lord, W hom 1 ſome three monecths fince 
Stabd in my angry mood at Tewxbwry ? 
A (ſweeter and louelicr Gentleman, 
Framd in the prodigality of nature : 
Yong, valiant,wite.and no doubt right royall, 
The ipacious world cannot agame aftoord. | 
And will ſhee yet debace hereyes on mee, 
That cropt he golden prime of this ſweet Prince, 
And made her widdow to a woefull bed -: 
On me , whole all not equals Edwards moity; 
On me that halt,and am vnſhapen thus ? 
My Dukedometo bee a beggerly demier, 
I doe miſtake my perſon all this while, 
Vpon my life ſhe finds although Icannot 
My ſelfe,co bee a maruatous proper man, 
lie bee at charge for a Looking -gaile, 
And entertaine tome icore or wwo.of tailors 
To ſtudy faſhions to adorne my body, 
Since Iam crept 1n tanour with my felfe, 
] wul maintaine it with a hittie colts 
But firſt 4lerurne you fellow in ts graue, 
And then returne lamenting to my.loue- 
Shine our faire ſunne,till I haue broughta glaſle, 
That I may ſee my ſhadow as | paſſe, 
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The Tragedy 


Enter Qucene,Lord Rivers and Gray. 
Ri.Haue patience Maddam, thers no doubt his Matefſty, 

Will ſoone recouer his accuſtomed health, 

Gray. In that you brooke it 11!, it makes him worſe, 

Theretorefor Gods ſakeentertaine good comfort, 

And cheare his grace with quicke and merry words, 

'9u. If hee were dead what would betide of mee ? 
Kz. No other harme bur loſſe of ſuch a Lord. 
 $«.Thelofle of ſuch a Lord includes all harme. 
Gray.-Theheanens haue bleſt you with a goodly ſonne. 
To bee your comforter when hee 15 gone. 
2#.Oh heis yong, and tus minority 
Ts put in thetrult of Richard Gloce/ter, 
A manthat loues not mee , nor none of you. 
Rs.It is conciuded hee ſhall bee Protector ? 
Ou, It is determined , not concluded yer, 

But ſo it muſt be if the King miſcarry, Enter Buck. Darby. 
Gr. Here comesthe Lords of Buckingham and Darby. 
Buc,Good time of day vnto your royall grace, 
Dar.God make your-Maieſty 1oyfull as you haue beene. 
94.The Coumeſle Richmend good my Lord of Darby, 

To your good prayers will ſcarce ſay , amen : 

Yet Darby, notwithitanding ſhees your wife, 

And louesnot mee, bee you good Lordaſſured 

I hate not you for herproud arrogancy- 

Dar, 1 beſeech you eyther not beleeue. 

The enmous ſlanders of her acculſers, 

Or if ſhee bee accuſed in truereport, 

Beare with her weakneſle, which I thinkeproceeds 

From wayward ſickneſſe,and no grounded malice. 

Ri.Saw you the King xo day my Lord D arby ? 

Dar.But nowthe Duke of Buckinghemand I, 
Came from viſiting his Maieſty. 

.2#,.W hat likelihood of his amendment Lords ? 


Baxc-Madam, good hope; his gr (peakeschearfully- 


Gu-God grant him health, did youconfer with him? 


Buc.Madam wee did, Hee defres to make attonement 


Betwixt the Duke of Gloceſter and your brothers, 
And berwixt them and my Lord Chamberlaine, 


And 
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('þ Richard the Third. 


And ſent to warne them of his royall preſence. 
Q#. Would al were well , but that willneuer bee- 


7 feare our happihefſe is at the higheſt, . Enter GloceiFey, 


Gl».They doe mie wrong and I will not endure it. 
Whoare they that complaine vnto the King ? 
That 1 forlooth am Rterneloue them not : 

By holy Paul they loue his grace but lightly 

That fill lis eares with ſuch d1iflentious rumours * 
Becaule I cagnot flatter and ſfeake faire, * 
Smile inmens faces ſmooth deceiue and cog 

Ducke with French nods,and apiſh courtetie; 

I mult bee held a rankerous enemy». 

Cannot a plaine man line and thinkeno harme ' 
Butthus in fhmple truth muſt bee abuſde 

By filken ſlie infinuating Jackes ? 

Ki.To whomeinthis preſence ſpeake your grace» 

Glo.lo thee that hath no honeſty nor grace- 

W hen haue 1 ingured thee, when done thee wrong, 
Or thee, cr thee , or any of your faftion ? 

A plague vpon you all. His royall perſon 

( Whome God preſerue betterthen you can with ) 
Cannot bee quiet ſcarce a breathing while, 

But you muſt trouble him with lewd complaints- 

9s. Brother of Gleceſter , you miſtake the matter ; 

The King of his owne royall diſpoſition, 

And not prouoke by any ſuter elle, 

Ayming belike at your interiour hatred, 

Which 1n your outward actions ſhewes it ſelfe, 
Againſt my kindred,brother and my ſelfe . 
Makes him to ſend that whereby wee may gather 
The ground of your ill will, and to remoue it- 

Glo. i cannot tell , the world is growne ſobad, 
That wrews way prey where eagles dare not pearch, 
Since euery 1acke became a Gentleman 
There's many a gentle perſon made atacke. 


2u.Come,come we know your meaning brother Glaſter. 


You enuy mine aduancement and my friends, 
God grant wee neuer may haue neede of you» 


Glo, Meane time,God gram that wee haue neede of you 
Our 
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The Tragedy 


Our brother is impriſoned by your meanes, 
My ſelfe ditgraced , and the Nobility 
Held in contempt whilſt many faire promotions 
Are dayly ginen to enoble thoſe 
That fcarſe ſome two dayes lince were worth a noble. 
un. By him that railde mee to this carerull height, 
From that contented hap which I emoyd, 
I nener did infence his Maieſty 
Againit the Duke of Clarence , but haue beene 
An earneſt aduocate to plead for him. 
My Lord , you doe mee ſhametull intury, 
Falſelyto draw mee in, ſuch vileſnſpect. 
Gle.You may deny that you werenat thecaule, 
Of my Lord Haſtings lateimprifonment- 
Rin. She may my Lord- 
Glo.She may. Lek wmers why who knowesnot fo? 
She may do more fir then denying that : 
She may helpe you to many preferments , 
And then deny her ayding hand therein, 
And lay thoſe honours on your high deſerts. 
What may ſhe not ? ſhe may,yea marry may ſhe. 
Riu, What marry may ſhee ? 
G's. What marry may ſhe ?marry with a King 
A batcheler , a hanſome |trpling too. 
I wis your Grandam had a Workr match. 
Ou.My L.of Gloceſter, Thane to long borne 
Your blunt vphraidings, and your bitter ſcoffes 
By heauen I will acquaint his Mateſty, 
With thoſe groiſe taunts I often have endured. 
I had rather be a country ſeruant maide, 
Then a Queene with-this condition, 


\obe thus taunted, ſcorned, and baned at, Enter as. 
Small 1oy haue I in being Engl/eands Queene. Aargver. 


2». Mar.And leſned be that fmall.God I beſeech thee, 
Thy honour , fate, and ſeat 1s due to mee. 

Glo, What ? threat you mee with telling the King ? 
Tell him and ſpare nor looke what I fayd, 
I will auoch im preſence of the King * 
Tis time to ſpeake , when: paines ace quite forgots 
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of Richard the Third. 


9«.Mar. Ont Diuell,I remember them t90 well, 
Thou {leweſt my husband Herry in the Tower, 
And Edward my poore ſonne at Tewxbary. ; 
GH. Ere you were Queene yea or your husband King, 
I was a packe-horle in his great affaires, 
A weeder ont of his proud adverſaries, 
A liberall rewarder of his friends : 
Toroyaliize his blood I fpilt mine owne, 


2x. Mar.Yeaand much better blood, then his or thine. 
G/o.Inall which time,you and your husband Gray, 
Were factious forthe Houſe of Lenkafeer : 
And Rivers, ſo were you. Was not your husband 
In Margret- battaile qt Saint A/bons flaine : 
Let me put in your mind,if yours forget, 
What you have beene ere now,and what you are : 
Withall , what I haue beene, and what I am- 
24. Mar. Amurtherousvillaine: and fo till thou art- 
Go. Poore Clarence did forſake his Father Warwicke, 
Yeaand forlwore himſelfe ( which /eſ# pardon ) 
9s. Mar. Which God revenge 
Glo. To fight on Edwards party forthe Crowne, 
And for his meede ( poore Lord ) he is mewed vp» 
I would to God my heart were flint like Edwards, 
Or Edwards (oft and pictyfull hke mine, 
I am too childiſh fooliſh for tms world- 
Qn«Mar.Hie thee to hell for ſhame,and leaue theworld, 
Thou CacodWrmon , there thy Kingdome is- 
Ri. My Lord of GloceFer in thoſe bufie dayes, 
Which here you vrge to prone vs enemies, 
We followd then our Lord, our lawfull King- 
So ſhould we you if you ſhonld be our King- 
G72, If 1 ſhould be? I had rather be a pedlar, 
Farre be it from my heart the thought of it, 
2. ar. As little ioy(my Lord)as you ſuppoſe 
You ſhould entoy, were you this countries King, 
As little 1oy may you ſuppoſe in me, 
That 1 entoy,being the Queene thereof, 
A little 1oy entoyes the Queene thereof, 
ForTam the , and altogether joylelle; 
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The Tragedy 
1 can no longer hold me patient. 
Heare me you wrangling pirates that fall out, 
I ſhaking out that which you haue pild from me .; 
W hich of you tremble not that looke onme * 
If not, that I being @wcene , you bo'v like ſubiects. 
Yet that by you difpo{d , you quake like rebels : 
O gentle villaine , doernot twne away+ 


Go. Foule wrinkled witch,what mak'it thou in my (fight: 


2s. Har. But repiticion of what thou hatt mard, 
That will I make , betore [ let thee goe * 
A husband and a fonne thou owelt vato me, 
And thoua kingdome , all of youalleagence * 
The ſorrow that I haue by rightis yours, 
And all the pleaſures you viurpe , 1s mine- 
Glo. Thecurle my noble tather layd one thee, 


\W hen thou didſt Crowne his warlike browes with paper , 


And with thy ſcorne drew riners from hiseyes, 
And then to. drie them , gau'it the Duke aclour * 
Steept in the blood of pritty Rutlard : 
Hiscurſes then from biterneſle of ſoule, 
Denounc'd againſthee , are fallen vponthee, 
And God, not we, hath plagued tby bloody deeJ- 
9x. So inlt is God to ritetheinnocent- 
Hait.O twas the fouleſt deed tollay that Babe, 
And the moſt mercileſſe that euer was heard of. 
Ri. Tyrants themſelues wept when it was reported, 
Dor/No man but propheſficd reuenge for it, 
PBuc.Vorthumberlard then preſent, wept to {eeit. 
2. #1zr. What ? were you inarling all before I came, 
Ready tocatch'eaci other by the throat, 
And turne you now your batred now on me * 
Pd Torkes dread curl: prevaile fo much with heaucn, 
[ at Henries death my louely Edward: death, 
Their Kingdomes loit my woefull baniſhment, 
Could a!l butanſwere for that pecuiſh brat ? 
Can cur {es pearce the Clouds, and enter heanen ; 
Why then gine way dull Clouds to my quicke curtes 2 
Ifnot by warre, by ſurtet die your King. 
As ours by murder to make him a King. 


Edward 
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of Richard the Third. 


Edward my ſonne , which now is Prince of Wales, 

For Edward my ſonne, which was the Prince of Wales, 

Died in his youth by like untimely violence, 

Thy ſelfe a Queene, for me that was a Queene, 

Out -liue thy glory, like my wretched ſelfe : 

Long mayſt thou live to waule thy childrens loſſe, 

And ſec another,as I ſce thee now 

Deckt in thy glory,as thou art Rald in mine: 

Leng dye thy happy dayes before thy death, 

And aker many lengthned houres of griefe, 

Dye neyther mother, wite,nor & =g/ands Queene, 

Riners and Dorſer,you were Randers by, 

And ſo waſt thou Lord Haſtings, when my ſonne 

Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 

Thar none of you, may live your naturall age, 

Buc by ſome vnlookt accident cut oft, | 
Glo, Have done thy charme thou hateful! withered hag. 
0.Mar.And leane out thee?ftay dog for thou ſhallheare 

If heauen haue any gricuous plague in ſtore, (me, 

Exceeding thoſe that I can wiſh vpon thee: 

O let them keepe it till thy tinnes be ripe, 

And then hurle downe their indignation 

On thee the troubler of the poore worlds peace: 

The worme of conſcience {i}l begnaw thy fouls, 


- Thy friends tuſpe& for traytors whilſt thou lineſft, 


And take deepe traytors for thy deareſt friends, 
No fleepee!oie vp the deadly eyes of thine, 
Vnleſſe it be whilſt ſome tormenting dreame 
\ftrights thee with a hell of vgly duels, 
Thouelniſh markt, abortiue rooting hog, 
Thou that watt ſeald in thy natiuity 
The lane of nature, and the ſonne of hell, 
Thou flander of thy mothers heauy wombe, 
Thon loathed iſſue of thy fathers loynes, 
Thou rag of hononr, thou deteſted, &c. 

Glo. Margret. 

AMar. Kichard, Glo. Ha? 
C2. /1ar.l call thee not- 
Glo, Then cry thee mercy ; for I had thought, 
- C 2  Thon 
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The Tragedy 
Thou haſt cald me all theſe biiter names, _ 
92. Mar, Why fol did,but lcoke for no reply : 
O let,me makethe period to my curſe- 
Glo: Tis done by me, andends by Hargrere. 
Thus haue you breathed your curſe again(t your ſelte- 
).Mar.Poore painted Queene,vaine flouriſh of my for- 
\W hy firewft thou Sugar on that botled ipider, .(tune: 
W hoſe deadly webbe inſnareth thee about ? | 
Foole, foole, thon whetſt a Knife to kill thy (elte, 
Thetime will comewhen thou ſhalt wiſh for me, 
To helpethee curſe that poyſoned bunch-backt Toade, 
Haſjt. Falſe boaſting woman, end thy tranticke curie, + 
Leaſt to thy harme thou moue our patience. (mine. 
9. Mar, Foule ſhame vpon you, you have all mou d 
&;,Were you well feru'd,yqu would be taught your duty» 
2. Mar. To ſerue me well, you ſhould doe re duty, 
Teach me to be your Queene, and you my lubieRs , 
Obſerye me well and teach your ſelues that duty. 
Dorf. Diſpute not with her,ſhe is lunatique. 
©-Mar. Peace maſter Marqueſle, you are malapett, 
Your tire-new ſtampe of honour 1s ſcarce currant: 
O that your young Nobility could iudee, 
whart*twere 10 loole it, and be miſerable ? 
They that Rand high,haue mighty blaſts to ſhake them, 
And itthey fall, they daſhthem to pieces. 
Glo.Good counſell marry, learne it,learne it Marqueſſe, 
Dorſ, It toucheth you (my Lord) as much as me. 
Glo. Yea,and much more, but I was borne ſo high, 
Our Atery buildeth in the Cxdars top, 
And dallies with the winde,and ſcornes the ſunne. 
9.Mar. Andturnes the Sunne to thade, alas, alas» 
W itnefle my ſunne,now in the ſhade of death, 
Whote bright outſhining beames, thy cloudy wrath, 
Hath ineternall darkenefſe foulded vp : 
Your Atery buildeth in our Ajeries nealt» 
O God that ſeeſt it, doe not ſuffer it : 
Asit was wonne with blood,loſt be it ſo» 
Buck, Have done for ſhame, if not for charity, 
Q. Har. Vrge neyther chatity nox ſhame to me, 
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of Richard the Third, 


Vncharitably with me hane you dealt, 

And ſhametully by you my hopes are butchered, 

My charity is outrage, lite my ſhame, 

And in my ſhame ſhall line my ſorrowes rage, 
Bach. Have done. 


2, Mar. (Z princely Buckingham, I will kiſſe thy hand, 


2 


Now faire befall thee and thy Princely honſe, 
Thy garments are not ſpotted with our blood, 
Nor thon within the compalle of my curſe. 

Bnck.Nor none heere, tor curſes neuer paſſe 
The. lips of them that breath them in the ayre- 

© .Aar. Ile not beleeue but they aflend the skie, 
And there awake Gods gentle ſleeping peace. 

O Backingham,beware ot yonder dogge, 

Looke whett he fawnes he bxes,and when he bites, 

His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to doe with him, beware of him - 

Sinne,death,and hell,hath ſet their markes on him, 

And all their miniſters atrend on him, 

Gls. What doth ſhee ſay my Lord of Buckingham ? 

Buck. Nothing that I reſpect my gratious Lord. 

.9, Mar, W hat doſt thou icorne me for my gentle coun« 
And footh the dinell that I warne thee from ? (fl, 
O but remember this another day, 

When he ſhall ſplit thy very heart with ſorrow, 

And fay,poore Margret was a Propheteſle, 

Line cach of you, the ſub:ect of bis hate, 

And he to you,and all of you to God, FE xits 
Hat. My haire doth ſand anend to heare her curſes: 
Rin. And fo doth mine, I wonder ſhees at liberty ? 

0. I cannot blame her, by Gods holy mother, 


l 
Shar had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done. 


Ha#t, } neuer did her any to my knowledge, 


Glo, But you haueall the vantage of this wrong, 
]} was tco hotte to doe lome bedy goed, 
That is too cold in thinking on it now : 


Marry as for Clarence, hee 15 well repayd, 
C 3 ac 


in ſignqot league and amity with thee , 
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He is frankt vp to fatting for his paines, 
God pardon them that are the caule of its 
Ri. A yertuous and Ghriſtian-like concluſ on, 
To pray for theni that haue done ſcath to vs. 
Glo. So doel cuer being well aduiſed, 
For had I curft, now I had curft my ſelfe. 
Carſ- Maddam his Maieſty doth call tor you ; 
And foryour noble _grace,and you my Lord. 
un, Cate:by we come, Lords will you goe with vs ? 
Ki. Maddam,we will attend your grace, Exeunt ance 
Glo. 1 doe thee wrong,and firſt began tobraule, * Glo. 
The ſecret miſchiefe that I {et abroach, 
I lay ynto the greuicus charge of others: 
Clarence, whom | indeed hauc layd indarkneſlc: 
I doe beweepe too many fimple gulls: 
Namely,to Haſtmgs, Darby Buckmghan, 
And fayit was the Quecne, and her allies- 
That ftrires the King againſt the Duke my brother. 
Now they beleeue me, and withall wiſh me 
To be reuenged on Rmers, Vaughan, Gray, 
But then ſigh, and with a peece of Scripture, 
Tell themgthat God bids vs to doe good for euill: 
And thus Icloathe my naked villany 
With old odde ends, ftolen out of holy writ , 
And ſeeme a Saint,when moſt | play the dincll. 
Bur fott,here comes my executioners, Emter executio- 
How now my hardy ſtout reſolued mates, neri, 
Are yea not going to diſpatch this deed ? 
Exe. \Weare my Lord,and cometo haue the warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he 1s. 
G{o.1t was well thought ypon, I haue it here about n1e, 
When you haue done, repaire to Crosby place, 
Bur firs, be ſuddaine in the execution: 
W ithall,obdurate ; doe not heare him pleade, 
For Clarence 18 well ipoken,and perhaps 
May moue your hearts to pity if you marke him- 


Exe.Tuth,fearenot my Lord,we will not Rand to prate, 


Talkers are no good doers be aflured : 
\Ve come to vie our hands ,and not Our tongues» 


Glo. 
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of Richard the Third. 


Gle.Youreies drop milſtones,when foolescics drop tearcs 
I like you Lads,about your buſineſſes E xewnt + 
Enter Clarence Brokenbury. 
Bro, Why lookes your Grace (o heavily to day ? 
C14. O I haue paſt a miſerable night, 
Sofull of vgly fights, of gaſtly dreames : 
IhatasI am a Chriſtian tauthfull man, 
I would not fpend another ſuch a night, 
Though t were to by a world of happy dayes, 
So fuil of diſmall terrour was the time. 
Bro.What vas your dreame?l long to heare you te it- 
C la.Me thoughtI was imbarkt for Bargundy; 
And in my company my brother Glocefter, 
Who trom my Cabbin tempred me to walke 
Vpon the hatches there he lookes towards Englare, 
Andcited ypa thouſand fearefull times, 
Durivg the warres of Torke and Lankaſter, 
That had befallen vs : as we paſtalong, 
Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 
Methought that GloceFter tumbled and in tumbling 
Strooke me ( that thought to ftay him ) ouer boord 
Into the tumbling billowes of the maine : 
Lord, Lord, me thought-whart paine it wasto drowne, 
W hat dreadful] noyſe of waterin mine eares , 
What a ſight of death within mine eyes ; 
Me thought I ſaw a thouſand fearefull wrackes, 
Ten thoujand men that fiſhes gnawed vpon, 
Wedges of Gold, great Anchors, heapes of Pearle, 
Inefimable ones, vnualued Iewels. 
Some lay in dead mens Sculs , and inthoſe holes 
\W here eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 
As ifitt 'were in ſcorneot eyes, reflefting gems 
W hich wade the ſi1my bottome of the deepe, 
And mokt the dead bones thatlay ſcatred by. 
Breck. Had you ſuch leaſure inthe time ot death, 
To gaze vponthe ſecrets ot the deepe ? 
C /z. Me thought I had : for flillthe enuious flood 
Kept in my foule , and would not ler it foorth, 


Tokcepethe empty , valt, and wandring ayre, | 
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But ſmothred it withinmy pamiing bulke. 
Which almoſt burſt to belch it inthe Sea» 
Brok. A wakt you not with this ſoreagonie ? 
Clar.Ono,my dreame was lengthned atter lite, 
O then began the tempeſt of my {oule, 
Who paſt ( me thought) the melancoly flood, 
With that grim ferryman which Poets write of, 
Vnto the Kingdome of per, etuall night : 
The firlt thatthere did greete my ſtrangers ſoule, 
Was my great father in law,renowned Warwicke, 
Who cried aloud,what ſcourge for pertury 
Can this darke Monatchie afford falſe Clarence? 
And ſo he vaniſht: Then came wandring by, 
A ſhadow like an Angell,in bright haire, 
Dabled inblood, and he ſqueakt out a loud- 
Clarenceis come,falſe, fleeting periurd Clarence, 
That ſtabd me inthe field ac 7 ewxbury: 
Seize On him Furies,take him to your torments, 
With that me thoughta legion of foule feinds 
Enuironed me about, and houled in mine cares, 
Such hideous cries, that with the very noyle, 
I trembling wakt,and for a ſeaſon after, 
Could not beleene but that I was in hell, 
Such terrible1mprcſſion made the dreame. 
Brok;No maruaile my Lord though itaftrighted you, 
2 promiſe you I am affraid to heare youtell it, 
Cla, O Brokenbaury,l have done thoſe things, 
W hich nov beares euidence againſt my ſoule, 
For Edward: ſake, and ſee how he requitesme : 
[ pray thee gentle Keeper tiay by me, 
My tonle:ts heauy,and I faine would ſicepe. 
Brel,I will (my Lord,)God give your grace good refit, 
Sorrow breakes teaſons,and repoſing houres 
Makes the night morning, and the noone-tide night. 
Princes hane bur their ticles for their glories, 
An outward honour for an inward toyle: 
And for vnfelt imaginations, 
© They often feele a world of reitleſſe cares: 
$0 that betwixt your titles,and low names, 


There's 


of Richard the Third, 


There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 
The muntherers enter, 
In Gods Name what are you;and how came you hither ? 
. Exe-l wou'd fpeake with Clarerce,and Icame hither on 
Bro. Yea, are you fo briefe ? my legs, 
2 Exe, O hr 1tis better to be briefe thentedious, 
Slew him your Commiſſron,talke no more. He reades it, 
Bre. 1 am inti1s commanded to deliuer 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 
I will not reaſon what is meant thereby, 
Becauſe I will be guiltlefſe of the meaning: 
Here are the keyes there fits the Duke aſleepe» 
Heto his Maieſty,and certifichis Grace, 
lhatthas Ihaue refignd my place to'you, 
Exe, Doe ſo,itis a poynt of wifedome. 
2 W.hat ſhall we ta him as he ſieepes ? 
'1 No,then he will ay twas done cowardly 
Whenhe wakes. 
2 When he wakes, 
Why foole he ſhall never waketi!l the indgement day- 
1 Why then he will fay,we ftabd himfleeping. 
2 The vrging ofthat word Ind gement,hath bred a kind 
cf remorſe in me- 
1 What art afraid ? 
2 Net to kill him, haning a warrant for it,but robe damnd 
for killing him,from which no watrant can defend vs- 
I Backe to the Dukeof GloreFey, tell him fo. | 
2 1 pray thee fiay a while, 1 hope my holy humour will 
change,was went to hold me but while ons could tell xx, 
[ How doſt thou ſcelethyſelfe now ? (me, 
2 Faith ſome certaine dregs of conſcience are yet within 
| Remember our reward when the deed is done, 
2 Zounds he dies, I had fergot the reward- 
I Where isthy conſcience nov * 
2 Inthe Duke of Gloceſters purſe. 
+ So when ke opens his purie to giue vs our reward, 
Thy conſcience flies out» | 
2 Let it goe, there's few or none will entertaine it» 
_ x How if it cometothee againe ? | 
> D 2 1le 
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The Tragedy 
2. Henotmeddle with ir, it is a dangerous thing; 

It makes a man a coward, A man cannat ſteale, 

3ot it accuſeth him,ke cannot Reale but it checks him ; 
He cannot lie with his neighbours wife but it detects 
Him,itis a bluſhing ſhamefull ſpirit that mutinies 

Itra mans boſome : it fils 6ne fuilof obltacles, 
It made me once reſterea peece of gold that I found. 
It beggers any man that keepes it : it 15turnd out of all 
Townes and Cities for a dangerous thing ,and every 
Man that meanesto live well, and endeauours torrult 


To himſelfe, ard live without its 


t- Zounds, itis euennow at my elbow, perſwading me 
Not to kill the Duke» 

2.”,.cethe Diuellinthy minde,and belecue himnor, 
He would infinuate with thee to make thee ſigh. 

x-Tutt am firong in fraud he cannot preuaile with me , 
} warrant th2e+ 

2.5r00d like a tall fellow that refpeRgs his reputation, 
Come ſhall we to this geare ? 

I,Take him ouerthe coftard with the hilt of my Sword, 
And then we willchop him in the Malmlſey, but in the nexc 

2.Oh excellent denice,make a ſoppe of him. (roome: 

1.Harke, he ſtirs ſhallIl trike ; 

2. No firlt lets reaſon with him- Cla, awaketh. 

Cla.Where art thou keeper, giue me a cup of Wine, 

1.You ſhall haue Wine enough, my Lord anone, 

Cla. 1n Gods Name what an thou : 

2,A man, asyou are» _ 

Cla.Butnot as Tam, royall. 

i-Nor you as We are loya!l- 

Cla.Thy voyce is thunder,but thy lookes are humble, 

2.My voyce is now the Kings, my lookes mine owne. 

C/a-Hlow garkely and how deadly doeſt thon ſpeaks ? 
Tell me, who are you ? wheretore came you hither. ? 

Am, To, to, to. 

Clx. To munther me ? Arms 1. 

Cts.You ſcarce hane the heart to tell me fo, 
And therefore cannot haue the heart tc doe it, 
W herein my friends haue I offended you ? 

I. Offended 


of Richard the Third. + 


1 Offended ys you hane not, but the King, 
Cla.1 ſhall be reconciled to him againe, 
2 Neuer my Lord, therefore prepare to dye, 
Cl+.Are you cald forth from out a world of men 
To lay the innocent ? what is my offence ? 
W here are the enidenceto accuſe me ? 
What lawfull queſt hath given their verdi& vp 
Vnto the frowning Indge,or who pronounc'd 
1 he bitter ſentence of poore Clarence death, 
BeforeI be conuict by courle of Lavy ? 
To threaten me with death is moſt ynlawfull ; 
I charge you as youhope to haue redemption 
By Chriſts deare Blood ſhed for our grieuous finnes, 
That you depart and lay no handson me, 
The deed you vndertake is dammable, 
x What we will doe,we doe yponcommand, 
2 Andhethat hathcommanded vs is the King. 
Cla.Erroneous vaſlaile,the great King of Kings , 
Hath 1n his Table of his Law nerves. br 
That thou ſhalt doe no murder , and wilt thou then 
Spurne at his edict,and tuifilla mans ? 
Take heed, for he holds vengeance in his hands, 
To hurle ypon their heads that breake his law - 
2 And that ame vengeance doth-he throw on thee, 
For falſe forſwearing,and for murder too? 
Thou didſ receive the holy Sacrament, 
To fight the quarrell of the houſe of Lankaſter, 
1 And like a traytorto the name of God, 
Did(t breake that vow, and with thy trecherous blade 
Vnript the bowels of thy ſoueraignes ſonne, 
2 Whom thou wert ſworneto cheriſh and defend. 
1 Howcatiſt thou vrge Gods dreadfull Law to vs, 
When thou haſt broke 1t in ſo deare degree ? 
Cla. Alaſſe,for whoſe fake did Ithat 111deed ? 
For Edward,for my brother, for his ſake : 
VVhy firs, he ſends you not to murder me for this, 
For in this ſinne he1s as deepeas T, 
If God will be reuenged for this deed, 
Take not the guanell from his A arme, 
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i-2 r2edes no indire nor lawſuil courſe, 
To cut off tho'e that, hane offended-him- 
1 Who made thkeethen a bloody miniſter, 
\W hen gallant tpring,braue Plamagenet, 
re Princely Novice was ſtrooke dead by thee, 
{ 1a, My brothcrs loue the Diuell, and my rage- 
: Thy brothers loue, the Diuell,and thy fault, 
ve brought vs.huther now to murder thee, 
C{a, On,ztyou loue my brother,hate nov me, 

{ 11:5 brother, and | love imwell : 

| "you b<hirde for neede, goe backe againe, 

4nd } will ſend you to my-brother.Gloceſter, 

710 will reward you better for my lite, 

;  *n Edzard vill for tidings of my death. 

2 You aredeceiued,your brother Gleeefter hates you 
« [z,Oh nohelaues me,and he holds me deare, 
Coe you to him from-me» 
Am. lo. we will 
Cla.Tell himzwhenthat-our Princely: father Yorke, 

Bleſt lus three lonnes with his victorious arme;; 

And cliargd vs from his foule- ta louecach other, - 

He little chought.of this.dinided friend ſhip, 

Pid Glocefter-thinke onthis,andhewill weepa. 

Am.l,milſtones,as he lefſpned-vs to weepes 
Cla. O doe not flander him for he is-kind;. 
1 Right as ſnow inharneſt; thou deceiueft thy elte, 

Tis he that ſentvs hither now ta.murderthee« : 

Cla, It cannotibe: for when: I'perted with him 
He augd” mein his armes, and ſwore with lobs, 
That he would labour-my deliuery. 

2 Whyfo he-doth;now hedetiners thee, 

I'rom this.worlds thraldome; ce the itoyes: of Heanen- 
1 Make peace-wath God;tor you muſt'dye-my Lotd- 
Cla, Haſt thou that holyfeeling in thy ſoule, 

ſoconnll me to make my-peace with Cod; 

Ard art thou yer tothy owne fouleſo blinde, 

Tiatthou wilt war with God;for murdring me? 

\!1 {rs confider, he thatſer yow on 

2 002 this Geed; will hate you for this deed; 
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2 "What ſhall wedoe? 
Cla. Relem, and ſaue:;your ſonless : 
1 Relent,tiscowardiy,and:womaniſhe 
(1a-Nottorelentys bealtly fauage and dinelli 
My friendsI fpie ſorneputy ut your lookes 
Oh if thy eyes benat.a flatterer,. ; 
Come thou on my lide and intreate-for met 
A begging Prince what begger pities not. ? 
1 Ithus,and thus: if thiswillnot ferns He tabs him 
He chop thee in the Malmeſey butinthenext roome. 
2 Abloody deed and deſperarelyperformd, 
How faine would I like 2i/are wath my hands; 
Of this: moſt gneuons guilty murder done« 
1 'Why doit thou nothelpe me ? 
By heauen the Duke ſhall know how flacke thou art» 
2 I would he knew that had faued his brother, -- 
, Take thou the feez.and'tellkigrwhar 1:{ap, 
For I repent me char: the Duke1sſlaine+ | Brits 
1 So doe not, goecoward as thou art; 
Now mu{t I hide:his body: infome hole, 
Vnill the Duke take, order: for t1is:bunall:- 
And when[T haue-myimeed Emuſt away, 
For this will out and here muſt nottay. E xernd 
Emer King, Oueene; Haſtings, Kinere,&e, 
King.S0.now I haue done a good dayesworke 
Your Peares continue the!vniced leagne, - 
l euery day expetarmBrabaſſaze: | 
From my Redemergo-redeorae me hence : 
And now in peace my foule ſhalt patt-to heauer, 
Since I haue- ſet my: friends:at peace onrearth : 
Rivers and:Haitings tabeeach others hand;  - 
Diſemble not your hatred; ſ\weare yourloues | 14. 
Ki.Þy heauen my heart's purged from grudging hate, 
And with my hand'l' ſeale myTrachearts jour, - 
Ha#t, So thnueT as1 fweare the like 
Kms. Take hoed'yow dally not before your King, 
Leaſt he thatis:the ſhpredme King of Kings; 
Confound your hiddenfaliehood;and award 


Eyther of you (0 betheotliers end; | 
Bl! . D 3 Hait. 
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Haſt.So proſperl,as I ſweare perfe& loue: 
Ri, And Las } lone Haſtings with my heart+ | 
King, Maddam,your-ſelfe 1s not exempr 1n this, 
Nor/your ſonne Dorſer Buckingham nor you, 
You have beene faCtious-one againftthe othet - 
Wife, loue Lord Haftings,let him kife your hand, 
And what you doe, dce it vntainedly, 
9% Here Haſtings, 1 willneuer more remember 
Our tormer hatred, {o thrive 1 and mine» 
Der/.Thus enterchange of loue, I here proteſt, 
Vpen my part ſhaikbe ynmolable, 
#inil.And ſoI iwere my Lord. 
King.Now princely Backingham ſeale vp this league, 
Wirth thy embracemeat to my waues allies, 
And-make me happy inthis vnity- 
Buck. When euer Bxck:ingham doth turne his hate 
On you,or yours,but with all dutious loue 
Doth cheriſh you and yours, God puniſh me 
With hate,in thoſe whereI expect moſt loue, 
W henlT haue molt neede to imploya friend, 
And molt aſſured that he is a tricind, 
Deepe, hollow trecherous,and full of guile 
Be he vnto me: This doe I begge of God 
WhenI amcold in. z2ale to you or yours» _.. 
King. A pleaſing cordiall Princely Buckingham, 
Is this thy vow vato my fickly heart ; pt 
There wanteth now our brother'GloceFer here, 
To makethe perfxt period of this peace. - 
Emer Gleceſter. 
Buck. And in good time here comes the noble Duke, 
Glo,Good morrowto my ſoueraigne King and Queene, 
And princely Peares, a happy time of day. | 
_ King, Happy indeedas we haue ſpent the day, 
Brother we haue done deeds of charity : 
Made peace of emnity,fajire loue of hate, 
| Betweene theſe {elling wrong in{cenſed Peares. | 
Glo, Ableſſed labour moſt foueraigne Liege, 
Amonglit this-Princely heape, if any here 
By talſe inte|l;gence, or wrong ſurmiſe, 
Hold 


of Richard rhe Third, 


Hold mea foe, if I vnwictingly or in my rage; 
Have thought committed that is hardly borne ' 
By any in this preſence , I defire 
Toreccncile meto his freindly peace, 
Tis death to me to be at emnity, 
T hare it and deſire all g90d mens loue- 
Firſt Maddam [| intreat peace of yot, 
Which I purchace with my dutions ſeruice- 
Ot you my noble couſen Buckingham, 
Ifeuer any grudge were lod'gd betweene vs, 
Of you my Lord Rivers, and Lord Gray of you, 
That all without deſarthaue fround on me. 
Dukes,Earles, Lords, Gentlemen, indced of all 
1 do not kno that Engliſhman aliue, 
With whom my ſoule 1s any jotteat oddes, 
More then the infant that is borne to night- : 
I thanke my God for my humility, 

2x. A holy day ſhall this be kept hereafter, ' 
I would toGod all ſtrife were well compounded, 
My foueraigne leige I dobeſeech your Maieſty 
Totake our brother Clarexce, toyour grace, 

Gle,Why Maddam, haue I offered loue for this, 
Tobethus fcorndin this royall preſence ? 

W ho knowes not that the noble Dxke is dead? 
You doe him iniury to ſcorne his coarſe (he'is ? 
R;j. Who knowes not he is dead, who knowes 
©n. Allſecing heauen , whata world is this ? 

Buc, Lookel lopale Lord Dorſet as the reſt ? 
Dor, 1 my good Lord and none this preſence 
But his red colour hath forlooke his cheekes. . 
Kin. Is Clarexce dead ? the order was reuerlt. 
G12. But He poore foule by our firſt order dide, 
And that a winged Mercury did beare, 
Some tardy criple bore the countermaund, 
That came too lagge to fee him buried : -, 
God graunt that jome le{ſe noble and lefle 16yall, 
Neererin bloody thoughts,bur not in blood : 
Deſerne not worle then wretched Clarence did, 
And yer goe currant from ſuſpicions Enter Darby. 
4, 


*u faxrodsaxry9 
TIZ2T2E 


» The Tragedy 
D av. A boone (my ſoueraigne) for my'{eruc2 done, 
Kin. I pray thee peace my toule 15 full of ſorrow. 
_ Dar, 1 will not rite vnlefle your highneſle grant, 
Kr. Then fpeakeat once,what is it thou demandeſt ? 
Dar. The torfeit (Soueraige) of my kruants lite, 
Who flew today aryotous gentle:tan 
Lately attending on the Duke of Nor /fotk-, 

Km. HauelI a tongue to dome my brothers death, 
AndAhall theſame giue pardon to a {laue ; 
My brother ſlew.no man, his faultwasnonght, 
And yet his puniſhment wes cruell-death, 
Who ſued to me for himkwho 4nimy rage, 
Kneeld at my feete,and bad\me be nduifde ? 
Who ſpake of brother-hood, who of lone ? 
Whotold me how the poore foule did forſake 
The mighty Warwicke, and did fight forme? 
Who told me inthe field at Tewxbwry, 
When Oxford had me downe he reſcued me, 
And ſayd deare brother live and be a King ? 
Who told. mewhen we.both:lay in the field, 
Frozenalmoſt to death, how he laptme 
Even in his @wne armes, and-gaue himitelfe 
All thinneand neked tothemmbecold night ? 
All this from my xemetnbrance brnetſkvvrath 
Sinfully plackt,and yot a maan-of you 
Had fo much grece-toput it in my minde. 
But when your carters or your wayting vaflaile 5 
Haue” done a drunken ſlaughter, and defac'd 
The precious Image of our deareſt Redeemer, 
You ſtraight are on-your knees for pardon,pardor 
And 1 vnialtly too,mnſt grant it you, 
But for my brother not a man would ſpeake, 
Nor I (vngracious) fpeakeynto my felfe, 
For him poore ſoule: the proudeſt one you 2ll 
Hane beene beholding to himin his life, 
Yer none of you would once pleadefor his life : 
Oh God, 1 fearethy iuftice will take hold 
On me,and you,and mine,and yours for this. (Exit, 
Come Haſtingr,helpe me to my clolet,oh poore Clarence, 

: Glo. 
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Gle. This is the fruit of rawneſſe : marke you not 
How that the guilty kindred of the Qweene, 
Looket pale when they did heare of Clarence death : 
Oh, they did vrge it till vnto the King, 
God will revenge it- But come lets in 
Tocomtfort Edward with our company. Exeunt. 
Enter Dutcherof Torke with Clarence Children. 
Boy. Tellme good Granam, is our Father dead ? 
Dut.No Boy- ( breaſt ? 
Bey.Why doe you wring your hands and beat your 
Andcry 'Oh C larence my vnhappy ſorne ? 
Girle.Why doe youlooke on vsand ſhake yous head ? 
Andcall vs wretched , Orphanes, caſtawaies, 
If that our noble Father be aline ?' 
Dat. My pritty Coſens you miſtake me much, 
Idolament the ficknetie of the King : 
As loth to looſe him now your Fathers dead : 
It were loſt labour to weepe for one that's loſt- 
Boy.Then Granam youconclude that he is dead, 
The King my vncle is too blame for this : 
God willreuenge it, whom 1 will importune 
With dayly- prayers all to that efte. | 
Dut.Peace Children peace,the King doth love you well, 
Incapable and ſhallow inocents, 
You cannot geſle whocauſed your Fathers death. 
Boy. Granam, wecan : formy good Vncle GloceFtere 
Told me, the King prouoked by the Lneene, 
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Deuis'd impeachments to impriſon him : 
And when he told me ſo he wept, ; 
And hugd me in his armes, and kindly kiſt my checkes, 4 
Ard bad merelie on him as one my Father, 
And he would lone me dearely as his Childe. 

Dur.Oh that deceit ſhould Reale ſuch gentle ſhapes, 
And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile, 
He 1s my ſonne yea and therein my ſhame : 
Yet from my dugs he drew not this decait- 

Boy. Thinke you my Vncle did diſſemble, Granatn ? 

Dur, 1 Boy: : 

Boy. Icannotthinke it, harke, what noyſe is this ? 
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Exter the Queene. 
3#.Whoſhall hinder me to waile and weepe; 
Tochide my fortune,and tormem my ſeife? 
| le joyne with blacke deſpaire againit my (elfe, 
t And to my ſelfe become an enemy». ; 
Dut.What meanes this ſceane of rude in;patience? 
2. Tomake an act of tragicke violence, 
Edward, my Lord, your ſonne,our King,is dead. 
Why grow thebranches,now the roote1switherd 
Why wither not the leaues,the {ap being gone ? 
if you will live, lament: if dye, be briete : _ 
That our ſwift winggd ſoules may catch the Kings, 
Or like obedient ſubleRs,tfollow him 
Tohis new Kingdome of perpetuall reſt, - 
D #t. Ab ſo much incereſt haue 1 in thy lorrow, 
As1I had title in my noble husband : 
i haue bewept a worthy husbands death, 
And liu'd by looking on his image: 
But now two mirrours of his Princely ſemblance, 
Are cra& in picces by malignant death, | 
And I for comfort haue but onefalie glafſle, 
Which grieues me when ſee my ſhamein him, 
Thouart a widdoy,yet thou art a mether, 
And haf the comfort of thy children left thee : 
But death hath ſnatcht my children from mine armes, 
And plutt two crutches from my fecble limmes, , 
Edward, and Clarence,O what cauſe haue I, 
Then,being but moity of my {elfe, 
To onergoe thy plaints,and drownethy cries? 
Boy, Good aunt, you wept not for my fathers death, 
How canweayd you with our kindreds teatcs ? 
11 Girl. Our tatherlefle diftrefle was left vnamoand. 
Your widowes dolours likewiſe be ynwept, 
2x; Gine me no helpein lamentaticn« 
| I amnot barren to bring forth laments, 
All fprings rednce their currents to mineeyes, 
ThatI being gonernd by the watry Moone, 
May ſend torth plenteous teares tro drowne the world : 
Oh my huzband tor my þeixe Lord. Edward, 
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Ambo, Oh for our father for our deare Lord Clarexcs, 
Dut.Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence. 
.2u,W hat ſtay Had I bur Edward,and he 1s gone 2 
Ambo. What tay had we but Clarerce,and he is gone ? 
Dat. What ſtay had I,but theyand they are gone ? 
On.Waseuer widow, had fo deare a lofſle 2? 
Ambe,Was euer Orphanes had lo dearea lofſe? 
Dut.Was ener mother had a dearer loſſe 

Alaſſe Iam the motherof theſe moanes, 

Their woes are parceld, mineare generall: 

She for Edward weepes,and ſo doe | ; 

I for a Clarence weepe, ſo doth not ſhe: 

Theſe babes for Clarence weepe and fo doe I, 

F for an Edward weepe,and {o doe they, 

Alas,you three on me threefold diftreſt, 

Powreall your teares,I am your ſorrows nurſe, Enter 


And } will pamper it with lamentations. Cloceſter 
Glo.Maddam hauecomfort,all of vs have canſe ' with 
To waile the dimming of our ſhining ſtarre*: orhers- 


Pur none cancure their harmes by wayling them, 
Maddam my mother,I doe cry you mercy, 
I did not (ee yor Grace, humbly on my knee? 
Icraue your bleſſing. 
- Dt. God bleſſe thee;and put meekeneſſe inthy minde, 
Lone, charity,obedience,, and trne duty. 
Glo. Amen,makeme to'dyea good old man, 
Thats the butt end of my mothers bleſſing, 
I maruell why her Grace did leane it out / 

Buc,You cloudy Princes, and heart ſorrowing Peares, - 
That beare this -mutvall heauy toade of moane, 
Nowcheare each other ineach others loue : 

Though we hane ſpent our harueſt for this King, 

Weare to reape the harueſt of his ſonne : | 

The broken rancour of your high ſwoilne hearts, 

Burt laſtly ſplinted,knit,and ioynd together, 

Mutt greatly be preſerud,cheriſht,and kepr, "" 
Me ſeemeth good that with ſome lirtle traine, 

Forthwith from Ludlow the young Princebe fetchr 

Huher to Londen to be Crownd our King» 
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Gle,Thenbe it ſo: and goe weto determine 

Who they ſhall be that firaight ſhall poſt to Ludlow ? 

Maddamzand you my mother will you goe, 

To giue your {enſures in this waighty buſineſle- | 
An/, With all our hearts» = Execunt Manet Glo. Bur, 
Bye. My Lord, who euer Tourneyes to the Prince, 

For Gods ſake let not ystwo be bchind : 

For by the way 1 ſort occaſion, 

As index to the tory we lately talkt of, 

To part the Queenes proud kindred from the King, 

Glo. My other felfe, my counſels conliſtory 

My Oracle, my Prophet, my deare Colin : 

I like a child will goe by thy direction: 

Towards Ladlew then,tor we will not tay belund. Exit, 

Evuter two Citizens. 
1 Neyghbour well met,whether a way {© faſt ? 
2 Tpromiſe yon, I ſcarcely know my {elfc« 
1 Heare you the newes abroad ? 
2 I, that the .King is dead- 
1 Badnewsbirlady,ſeldome comes better, 

1 feare,I feare,twill proue a troubleſome world, Enter 
3 Cit- Good morrow neyghbours- another 

Doth this newes hold of good King Edwards death ? 

x It doth= 3 Then maſters looke to ſee a troubleſome 
: No,no,by Gods grace his ſonne ſhall raigne, (world- 
3 Wo to that land thats gonernd by a chuld. 

2 Inhim there is hope of gouernment, 

That in hz nonage,counſell ynder him, 

And intus full ripened yeares himlſelfe, 

N6 doubt ſhall then, and till then gouerne well, 

1 So ſtood the caſe when Henrie the fixt 

Was crownd at Paris,but at nine moneths old. 

3 Stood the Rate ſo; no good my friend not fo, 

Fot then our Land was famouſly incicht 

With politicke graue counſell: then the King 

Had vertuous vacles to prote& his Grace. 

2 So hath this,both-by the father and mother, 
3 Better ut were they all came by the father, 

Or by the father there were nonear all; 

For 


For emulationnow,who ſhall beearneſt, 
W hich touch vsalltoo neereif God prenent net 
Oh full of danger 1s theDuke of Glocefter, 
And the Queenes kindred haughty and proud, - 
And were they to berulde, and not rule, 
This ſickly Land might ſolace as before. 

2 Come,come,we teare the work all ſhall be well, 

2 Whenclouds wile menpurt onrtheircloakes: 
When great leaves fall,the winteris at hand : 
When the Sunne-ſers who doth_not looke for night 2: 
Vntimely ftormes makes them expeRa dearth : 
All menbe well: but if God fort it ſo, ; 
Tis more then wedeſerue,orlexpett, -/- ; | 

1 Truety the foules of !menarefull of dread, 1: - 
Yea cannot almoſtregſon with »man. ' - | 
Thar lookes not heany aqd full of feares... 

3 Before the time of change till it is.{o, 

By - ES +0 = ny yg 
Enſuing; ,asby we ice," T 
The [imers fivel! before a boyſtrons ftorme,” 
But leaue itall toGod : wherher away ? 

2 We are ſent forto the Iuſtice; 


] 


3 And fowas 1, hog; ar company. Exennd 
| #, 


Emer Cardinal, Dutehes of 


's Dutens gouny Torkes 
Cay. Laitnight F heare they lay at Norrhampron, > \ 


at Stony-ſtratford will t ronight, 
7o morrow or next day mill theybehere- | 
D#r.1 long with all my heart to-ſee the Prince, 
Izope he Bmnchgrowne finceT laſt aw time | - - 
2%,Bati hearenogthey lay my Tome of Terks 
Hah ouertanc him im growthyr'' 0 * Bg 
—y morher,bur I hr _ / 
*, Why my young coutin, i is to grow,” 
Tov Ale on wx. as we did be atopper, 
My Tncle &izersrallethow 1did-grow '*' 
Morehen my brocher, I.quorh my Vacte Gle- 
Smalhearbes haue grace,great weeds grow ap4ce: | 
And fixe my thinkesI would not grow fo faſt, 
Becauk lieer flowers are fNlow;and weeds make _ 
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f' D#t,Good faith,good faith: the ſaying did not hold, 
Tn him that did obie& the ſameto thee : 
He was the wretchedt thing when he was young,, 
©-1long a growing and ſo leafurely, 
+ aat if this were a rule he ſhould be gracious. 
Car. Why Maddam, fono doubt hes, 
D#t.I hope lo too but yet let Mothers doubt, 
.7or. Now by my troth if I had beene remembred, 
I could haue giuen my Vncles grace a flom, ( mine. 
That fhoutd baue neerertoucht his growth then he did 
D#t .How my pietty Torke : I pray thee let me hearc ut, 
Yor. Marry they iay,that my Vncle grew fo fait, 
That he could gnawacruſt;at two houresold, 
Twas fu!l two:yeares ere4cauld get atooth- 
Granim, this would haue bene, a pticty-ieft, 7 11 
Dur. Ipray thee pritty Torkg , who told thee fo * 
Yor. Granam , his Nurſe, 
Dur. Why ſhe was deaderethou wert borne. 
Yor. It twvere not ſhe, I cannot celt who told mes!!! 
2%, A perilous boy-gotos thou art too ſhrewd, 
Car, Good Maddam be not angry with the child- 
2. Pitchers hath eares.' Enter Dorſet. 
_— Heerecomesyour tonne, Lord Maques, Derfer, 
What ttewes\Lord:Marques ? + 
Dor.Suchnewes my Lord;as griues meto Pts 
9s.How fares ha Prince P. | 
Dor.Well Maddamy:and :if health 
Dat.\V hat is the newesthen'?. 
Dor, Lord Riterg, and LexdiGroyycoroſent to? anfe, 
With them Sir: Thomas Farnghar ror Lond 
Dat, Who hath commitzed 6171 
Dor. 1he Mighty Dukes Olonefter ns B ( Backenghar: 
Car, For whatoffence? ; |: 
Dor, lg ſywme of all IcanJltine diſcloſed ; 
Why or for what theſe Nables weretommitted, 
15 all vnknowne to me, my:graciousLady. 
9%. Ay me,l ſee thedownetall of our Houſe, - 
The e Tiger now hath ſeazd the gentle Hinde : 
Znfultipg eytanyhcgus t0.jete | 235 $191,007 2304 d1db9% 
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Vponthe innocent and laywleſſe throane: 
Welcome deftruction,death,and maſſacre, 
I ſeeasin a Mapthe .end of all. 
Dut, Accurſed and vnquiet wrangling dayes, 
How many of you haue mine eyes beheld ? 
My husband loſt his life to get the Crowne, 
And often vpand downemy tonnes were tolt, 
For meto ioy and weepe were gaine and loſle, 
And being ſeared and domeſticke broyles 
Cleane ouerblowne,themſelues the conquerours 
Make war vpon themſelues,blood agaiaſt blood, '+ - 
Selte againſt ſelfe;O prepoſtrous.. 
And tranticke outrage, end the damned ipleene, / 
Cr let medie tolooke ondeath no more. 
2, Come come,my boy,ve will ro Sanctuary» 
Dur. lTle goe along with you; 
.94.You hanenocautc; 
( ar My grgcious Lady, goe- 
And thither beare your treaſure and your goods- 
For my part,alerefigne'vnto your grace, 
The fealeT keepe,and fo betide to me, 
As well I tender you, and all yours : 
Come, ileconduct yonto the SanQuary- E xennt- 
The Trumpets ſownd-Emer young Prince, Duke of 
Gloceſter,and Buckingbam,Cardinall Cc. 
Bac. Welcome ſweet Prince to London,o your chamber« 
Gle. Welcome ſweet Coſen,my thoughts ſoucraign®? 
The weary way hath made you melancholy. 
Prin. No Vacle, but our crofſeson the way, | 
Hath made it teadious, wearyſome and heany; 
I want more Vncles here to welcome me, 
Gle- Sweet Prince,the vntainted vertue of. your yeares, 
Haue not yet diued into the worlds deceit: 
No more can you diſtinguiſh of a man, 
Then of his outward ſhew,which God he knowee; 
Seldome or neuer iumpeth withthe heart: 
Thoſe vncles which you want were dangerous, 
Your Grace attended to their ſugred words, 
But lookt not on the poylon of their hearts: 
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God keepe you from them and from fuch falſe friends. 
Prin, God keepe me from falſe friends but they werenone 
Gls. My Lord,the Maior of Londoncomes to greere you- 
Emer Lord Maior. (daies- 
Lo,1a. God bleſle your Grace, with health and happy 
Priz.1 thanke you good my Lord,and thanke you all, 
I thought my mother,and my brother Torke, 
Would long ere this have met vs on the way - 
Fie what a ſlug is Haſti»gs that he comes not 
To tell vs whether they will comeorno, Enter L.Hatt. 
Bac.And in good time here comes the ſweating Lord, 
Prin.Welcome my Lord ; what,w1ll our mother come ? 
 Ha#, On what occaſion God he knowes,not l : 
The Queere your mother,and your brother. Zorke 


| Hath taken Sanctuary : The tender Prince 


Would taine comewith me to meete your Grace, 
But by his mother was perforce with-held... 
Bus. Fie, what an indireR and peeutſh conrle. ._ 
Is this of hers? Lord Cardina/l, will your Grace 
Perſwade the Queene to fend the Duke of Tothe = 
Vnto his Princely brother preſently ? of 
Ifſhee deny, Lord Hafings goe with them, 
And from her 1ealous armes,plucke him perforce. 
Car.My Lo-of Buckingham jt my weake oratory 
Canfrom his mother winne the Duke of 7orke 
Anon expe& him here: burif ſhe be obdurate 
1o milde - 9s 7 forbid F 
We ſhould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Of bleſſed SanRuary: ns Sage this Land, 
Would I be guilty of fo greata finne, 
Buse-You are too ſenceleffe obſtinate my Lord, 


\ Too ceremonius and traditionall : 


Weigh it bur with the greatneſle of his age, 
You breakenot Sanctuary in ſeazing him : 
The benefit whereof is a!wayes granted 
T'o thoſe whoſe dealings haue deſerued theplace, 
And thoſe who haue the wit toclaime the place, 
4 his Prince hath neyther claimed it,nor deſeruedir, 
And therefore in nune opinion cannot have it» 
Then 
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Thentake him from thence that is nat there, 
You breake no primiledge nor Charter there : 
Oft hane 1 heard of SanAuary men, 
- But San&uary children nener till now - 
Car. My Lord,you ſhall ouer-rule my mind for once? 
Come one Lord Haſti»gs,will you goe with me ? 
Haft.l goe my Lord. Exit. Car. & Haſt. 
Prin, Good Loxds make all the ſpeedy haſt you may : 
Say Vncle $ocefter, if our brother come, 
Where ſhall we foiourne till our Coronation ? 
Glo. Where it thinkſt beſt ynto your royall ſelfa: 
If I may counſell you ſome day or two 
Your highneſſe ſhall repoſe you at the Tower : 
Then were you pleaſe as ſhall be thought moſt fir 
For your beſt health and recreation. " 
Prin.l doe not likethe Tower of any place, 
Did /«{lins Ceſer build that place my Lord ? 
Buc.He did my gracious Lord beginthat place, 
W hich fince ſucceeding ages haue reedified. 
Prin, 1s it vponrecord or elſe reported 
Succeſnely from ageto age,he built it ? 
Buc. Vpon record my gracious Lord. 
Prin. But ſay my Lord ut werenot regiſterd, 
Methinkes theruth ſhould liue from age to age, 
As 'wereretaild to ail poſterity, 
Enen to the generall ending day- 
Glo. Sowile, fo young, they ſay do nener live longs 
Prin,W hat fay you Vncle ? ; \ 
Glo. I ſay without Caratters fame lives long * 
That like the formall vice, inuquity, 
I moralize two meanings in one Word. 
Prin, That Inlins Cafer was a famous man, 
With what his valour did inrich his wit, 
His wit ſet downe to make his valour live : 
Death makes no conqueſt of his conquerour, 
For now he lines ay though not inlite : 
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I!e tell you what,my Couſen Buckingham: 
Buc. What my gracious Lord ? 
Prin, And if T hne vntill I be a man» 
F le 
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Ife winne our ancient right in Frarceagaine, 
Or dye a ſouldier as I lin'd a King, ES 
Glo. Short ſummers likely, haue a forward fpring.- 
Exter young Torks blaftings Cardinall. - 


Ze Now in good time,heere comes the Duke of 7orke, 


Prin.Richard of Yorke how fares our noble brother : 
Yor, Well my deare Lord : ſo muſt Tcall you now+ 
Prin.T brother to our griefe, as x15 yours: 
oo late be died that might haue kept this Title, 
\Whichby tus dezth hath loſt mnch maieſty, 
Gls.- How faires our conſennoble Lord.of Torke. 
Yor. T thanke you gentle Vncle ; O my Lord , 
You ſaid tht idle weeds are faſt in growth ; 
1he Prince my brother hath oner growne me fartc. 
Glo. Hee hath'my Lord.. 
Yor. And therefore is he idle ? ; 
Glo. Oh my fairecouſen I muſtnot ſay los 
Ter. Then he is more beholding to you then I. 
Glo. Ke may command me as my ſoueraigne, 
But you haue power in me a$ ina kinlman, 
Yor. I pray you vncle give me this Dagger. 
Glo. My Dagger little couſen,withall my heart. 
Prin, A begger brother ? 
Yer. Of my kind Vncle that T know will giue 
And being bur a toy which isnogift, to giue, 
Glee A greater gitt then that Ile giue my coulen.. 
Tor, A greater gitt, O thats the Sword to it« 
te. 1 gentle couſen were it light enough. 
Tor, © then 1 ſee you will part but with light gifts, - 
[n weightier things youle ſay a begger nay. 
Gle. Itis to weighty for your grace toweare, 
Yor. 1 weigh 1t lightly were it heauier. . 
Glo, What would yu haue my weapon little Lord. 
Yor. 1 would that I might thinke you as you call me- 
Glo, How ? Torke, Little. 
Prin. My L. of Torke will till be crofle intalke : 
Vncie your grace knowes how to beare with him- 
Yor.You mecane to beare me , not to beare with me ; 
Vricie,my brother mockes both you and me, _ 
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Becauſe that T am little like an Ape, 
He thinkes that _ you ſhould beare me one your ſhoulders. 
Buc.With what a ſharpe prouided wit he reaſons, 
To mitigate the ſcorne he giucs his vacle, 
He pretely and aptly taunts himſelfe : 
Socunning and ſo- young is wonderfull, 
Glo. My Lo- wilt pleale you paſſealong ? 
My ſelfe and my good couſin Backingham, 
W ill to yeur mother, to intreat of her 
To meet youat the Tower, and welcome you. 

Yor. What will-you go vntothe Tower my Lord? 

Prin.My Lord proteRter will haue it fo. 

Yor.I ſhall not ſleepe in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo, Why what ſhonld you feare ? 

Tor, Marry my vncle Clarence angry ghoſt : 

My granamtofd me,he was murdred there, 
Prin. 1 feare no vncles dead. 

Gle.Nor none that liue,I hope. | 

Prev. And ifthey liue,I hope I need not feare, 
Bnt come my Lord, with a heauy heart 
Thinking onthem,goe I vntorhe Tower, 

ExeuntPrin.Tor, Hait.Dor.Manet B 09:7 
Bac-Thinke you my L:+ this little prating Torke, 
Was not incenced by his fubtile mother, 
To raunt and fcorne you thns opprobriouſly ? 

Glo. No doubr,no 4 ubr, Otis a perlous boy, | 
Bold ,quicke,ingenious,forward capable, | 
He is all the mothers fromthe top tothe toe» | 

Bxe. Well let them reſt; come hicher Caresby, 
Thou art ſworn as deeply toeffteR what weintend 
As -cloſely to conceale what we impart. 
Thou knoweſt our reaſons vrgd vpon the way : 
W bat thinkeſt rhou,is it not an eafie matter * 
To make Welliam L,Haitings of our mind, 
For the inſtalment of this noble Duke, 
In the feate royall of this famous Ile ? 

Cat. He for his fathers ſake ſo loues the Prince, 
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That he will not be wonne to ought againſt him. 


Bys.\What.thinkeſt thou then of Stanley, what will he ? 
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- Cat. He will doall in allas Haftivgs doth. 
Buc. Well thenno more but this: 
Go gentle Catesby, and as it were a farre off, 
Sound Lord Haſtings, how he ſtands affected 
Vnto our purpoſe ,Ifhe be willing, 
Encourage him and ſhe him all our reaſons: 
If hebeleaden,icy,cold vowilling, 
Bethou ſotoo : and ſo breake off your talke, 
And giue vs notice of his inclination, 
For we to morroyw hold deuided counſe!s 
\hereinthy ſelfe ſhall highly be imployed- 
Glo.Commend me to LVitiamgell him Catesby 
His ancient knot of dangerous aduerſaries 
To morrow are let blood at Pomfrer Caſtle, 
And bid my friends forioy of this good newes, © 
Giuec gentle Mis Shore one gentle kiſſe the more- 
Bxe.Good Catesby effe&t this bulinefſe ſound ys 
Car.My good Lords both: with all the heed I may, 
Glo.Shall we heare from you Catesby ere welleepe ? 
Cat. You ſhall my Lord. Exit Catesby, 
Glo.Ar Crosby place there ſhall you find vs both» 
Buc.Now my Lord, what ſhall we doeif we perceine 
william Lord Haftings will not yeild to our complots? 
Glo.Chop off his head man, ſome what we will doe, 
And looke when I am King, claime thou of me 
The Earledome of Herfordand yhe mooueables, 
W hereof the King my brother ſtood polleſt. 
Bxe.lleclaime that promiſe at your hands. 
Glo.And looketohaue it yealded with willingneſſe, 
Come let vsſup betimes, that afterwards 
we may digeſt our complots in ſome forme Exennt. 
Enter a meſſenger to Lord Haſtings, 
Ae, What ho my Lord. 
Haft. Who knocks at the doore ? 
Ae. A meſſenger from the Lord SranleyeEnter Lo, Haſt, 
Haft. W hatsa Clocke ? 
Me:ſſ. Vpon the ſtroke of foure. 
Ry Cannot thy maſter ſleepe the tedious night ? 
. So it ſhould ſeeme by that I haueto fay - 
Firtt 
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Firſt he commends him to your noble Lordſhipe 
Hait. And then» Aeſ.Andthenhe ſends you wor 
He dreamt tonight , the Boare had caſt his helme: 
Beſides he ayes, there are two counſels held, 
And that many be deternined at the one, 
Which may make you and him to rew at the othes 
Therefore he ſends to know your Lordſhips pleaſure 
If preſently you will take horſe with him, 
And with all = poſt intothe North, 
To ſhun the danger that his ſoule diuines« 
Ha#.Good fellow goe returne vnto my Lord, 
Bid him not fearethe + raced counſels ; 
His honour and my ſelte are at the one, on 
And at rhe other is my ſeruant Catesby: 
Where nothing can proceed that toucherh vs, 
W hereof I ſhall not haue intelligence. 
Tell him his feares are ſhallow, wanting inftancy, 
And for his dreames,I wonder he 1s ſofond 
Totruſt the mockery of ynquiet flumbers-+ 
To flie the Bore before the Bore perſues ys, 
Were to incence the Boare to follow vs, 
And make purſuit where he did meane to chaſe : 
Go bid thy maſter riſe and come to me, 
And we will both together tothe Tower, 
Where he ſhall ſee the Boare will vs kindly, 
Mef. My gracions Lord,ile tell him what you ay. Z x52; 
Emer Catesby toLord Haf#tings. FI o 
Cat. Many good morrows to my noble Lord. 
Haſt, Good morrow Catesby : you are early Rirring, 
W hatnews,yvhat news,inthis our tottering Rate @ - 
CatsIt is a reeling world indeed my Lord, 
And I belecue twill neuer ftand vpright 
Till Richard wearethe Garland of the Realme. 
Ha#t. :low ? weare the Garland? doſt thou meane the 
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Cat. I my good Lord- (Crowne © 
Haft.\le haue this crowne of mine cut from my ſhoul- 
Ere1will ſee the Crowne fo fonle miſplaſt ; (ders, 


Bat canſt thou gneſſe that he doth ayme ar it ? 
. Car, Vpon my lifemy Le and hopes to find you forward 
= o 
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Vpon his party forthe gainethereof, 
And thereupon he ſeads you this good news ! 
That this ſame very day, your enemi&, 
The kindred of theQueene,muſt dye at Pomfrer . 
Haft. Indeed } am no mourner tor this news, 
zecauſethey haue beene [ll mine enemies: 
31: that ile give my voyce onRichard: (ide, 
To barremy maſters heires in true delent, 
God knows t will not. doe-it to the death- 
Cat.God keepe your Lordſhip in that gracious mind, 
Haſt. ButI ſhalllaughatthis a twelmonth hence 
That they who brought me to my maſters hate, 
I liue to looke ypon their tragedy: 
I rell thee Caresby. Cat, What my Lord? 
Haft. Ere a fortnight make meelder, 
Ue ſend ſome packing that yet thinkes not one it- 
CateTis avile thing to dye my gracious Lord 
When men are vnprepard,and looke not for it+ 
Haft.O moni{trous,mon{trous,and ſo it fals out 
With Kizers, Vaughan, Gray and fotwill doe 
With ſome men elie, who thinke themſelues as ſafe 
As thou,and I,who as thon knowſt are deare 
To Princely Richars, and to Backingbam. 
C «:.The Princes both make high accoun\ of you 
For they account his head vpon the bridge. 
Haft.l know they do and I haue well deſcrud ir, 
Enter Lord Stanley. | 
VW hat my L- where is your Boare. ſpeare man? 
Feare youtke Bere,and goe you ſo vnprouided ? 
Straw, My L. good morrow : _ morrow Catesby 
You may teſt on, but bythe holy Road, 
I doe not like theſe ſeuerall counſels. 
HafF.My L. TI hold my lifeas deare as you doe yours, 
And neuer in my life I doe proteſt, 
VVas it more precious to methen it is now, 
Thinke you-bur that 1 know our ſtate ſecure, 
I would beſo triumphant FX 
Sian, Thelords at Pomfrer whe they rode from London, 
Were iocund,and ſuppold their Rates was lwe, 
; And 
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And indceede had no cau'eto miſtruſt : 
But yer you ſee how ſoone the day orecaſt,” 
This ſudden ſcab of rancor T miſdoubr, 
Pray GodI fay,l proue ancedleſſecoward, 
But come my- Lord ſhall we to the Tower ? 
Hat. 1 go © but fiay, heare you not thenewes ? 
This day thole men you talke of are beheaded, 
Sta.They for their truth might berter weare their heads, 
Then ſome that haue accuſed them weare their hats: 
But come my L. let vs away. Exit-L. Stanley © Catt 
Haſt» Go you before lle follow preſently: 
Emer Haſtings a Purſinatt. 
Haft.Well met Haſtingshow goes che world with thee? 
Pur.l he better that it pleaſe your good Lordſhip to ask? 
T1a#t. 1 tell theefellow, tis better with me now, 
Then when I met thee laſt where now we mecte - 
Then was | gozng priloner to the Tower, - 
3y the ſuggeſtion ofthe Queenes alies : 
But now I tell thee ( keepe it rothy lelfe ) 
This day thoſe enemies areput todeath, 
And 1 in better ſtatethen'ener 1 was» - 
Pr. God hold itto your Honours good content: 
Hait.Gramercy Hattings, hold ſpend thou that* - 
He giues him bis purſe. 
Pwr. God fave your Lordſhip. Exit Pur: Enter a Priefts 
Haſt, W hat Sir /ohn, you axe well met : 
T am beholdingto you for your laſt dayes exerciſe -: 
Comethe next Sabbath, and 1will content you-Hewhsſpers 
Enter Buckingham. ( in his care: 
Buc.-How now Lord Chamberlaine, what talking with a 
Your friends at Pomfrer they doeneed the Prieſt, (Pneſt- 
Your Honour hath no trining workein hand. 
Hait.Good faith, - and when I met this holy man, 
Thoſe men you talke of, came into my minde -3 
What, go you to the Tower my Lord ? 
Byc. 1 do,but long I ſhall not ſtay, 
I ſhallreturne betore your Lordſhip thence, 
Haft. 1islike enough for Iftay dinner there. 
Bxs.And ſupper too although thon knoweſt it not * 
| Come 
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Come ſhal! we goe along ? 
Enter Sir Kichard Ratliffe,” with the Lord Rinerst 
Gray and V anghan,priſoners 
Rat,Come bring forth thepriſoners. 
' fig Sir Richard Rathffe, let me tel! thee this : 

Todaythou ſhalt behold a ſubiect die, 

For truth for duty and for loyalty. 

Gray. God keepethe Princefrom all the packe of you : 

A knot you are of damned blood-luckers, 

Rin.O Pomfert Pomfret. O thou bloody priſon, 

Fatall and ominous tonoble Peares : 

Within the guiltycloſure of thy walles 

Richard the ſecond heere was hackt to death : 

And for more ſlaunder to thy diſmal! foule, 

We giuethee vp our guiltlefſe blood to drinke. 

Gray. Now Afargrets curle is falne vpon our heads, 

For tanding by, when Richard abd her ſonne. 
Rin,Then curſt ſhe Haſtings then curtt ſhe Buckingham, 

Thencurit ſhe Richard. O remember Gad, 

To heare her prayers for them as now for ys, 

And for my fitter and herprincely ſonne : 

Be ſatisfied deare God with onrtruebloods- 

Which asthou knoweſt vaiuſtly muſt be fpilt. 
Rat.Come,come,diipatch,the limit of your liues is out, 
Rin.Come Gray, come Vaughan, let vs all imbrace 

And take our leaues vntill we meete in heanens Exemm: 

Enter the Lords to counſel. 
Haſt.My Lordsat once , the cauſe why we are mer, 
isto determine of the Coronation. 
In Gods Name ſay when is this royall day ? 
Bac.Are all things fitting forthat royall time? 
Dar. It is, and yetin nomination. 
Z;/ſh.To morrow then, I gefle a happy time. 
Buc. Who knowes the Lord Protettors mind herein ? 
Uho 1s mo't inward with thenoble Duke ? ( his mind. 
Bi.Why you my L.methinks you ſhould ſooneſt know 
Buc.Who I my Lord ? we know each others faces : 

3>ut for our hearcs, he knowes no more of mine, 

«hen F ot yours * nor I no moxe of his,then you of mine, 


£ 


Lord 
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Lord Haſtings,you and he are neere in lone. 
Haft.I thanke his grace, I know he loues me well 2 
But for his pacpon in the Coronation 
O 


T hauenot ſounded him , nor hedelivered 

His graces pleaſure any way therein : 

But you my Lord may name the time, 

And in the Dukes behaltfe lle giue my voyce, 

Which I preſume he' will rake in good part. | 
BiſhNow in good time heerecomes the Duke himſelfes 

Emer Gloceſter. 

Gls. My noble Lord, and couſens all good morrow, _ 

I haue beene long a ſleepe , but now I hope 

My abſence doth neglect no great deſignes, 

Which by my preſence might haue beene concluded. 
Buc, Had not youcome vpon your kew my Lord, 

William L, Haſtings had now pronounſt your part : 

I meane your yoyce from Crowning of the King, 

Glo. Thenmy L: Haſtings, no man might be bolder, 

His Lordſhip knowes me well and loues me wells 
Haſt, 1 thanke your grace. 

Gls. My Lord of £/*ie. 
Biſh. My Lord» 
Glo. When I was laſt in Holborne, 
Ifaw good ſtrawberies in youGarden there, 
I Joe befcech you ſend for ſome of them. 
Biſh. 1 goe my Lord. 
Glo. Couſen Buckingham, a word with you: 

Catesby hath ſounded Hafing- in our buſinelle, 

And finds the teſty Gentleman ſo hore, 

As he will looſe hus headere gineconſent, 

His maiſters ſonne as worſhupfull he termes it, 

Shall looſe the royalty of Exglands Throane- 
Buc.Wuhdraw yon hence my L-Ile follow you-Ex.Gle. 
Dar.We haue not yer ſet downe this day of triumphs 

To morrow 1n mine opumon 15 too ſoone : 

For I myſelfe am notſo wellprouided, 

As elſcI would be , were the day prolonged. 

Emer the Biſhop of Elie,  (berties. 
Biſh.\Where is my LeProtetter, Ihane ſent for thele firaw, 
G Haſt. 
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Haſi. His grace lookes chearefullyand ſmooth to days ; 
Theres ſome conceit or other likes him well, 
When he doth bid good morrow with ſuch a fpirit 
[ thinkethere is never a manin Chriſtendome; 
That can lefſe bide his Joue or hatetherr he : 
For by his face Rraightſhall you know hs heart. 
Dar. W hat of l1s heart perceiue you n his face, 
By any likelihood he ſhewed to day ? 
Hiſt. Marry that with no man heere he is offended, 
For if he were, he would haue ſhewde 1t in his face» 
Dar. 1 pray God he benor,I fay. 
Enter Gloceſter, 
Glo. 1 pray youall, what do they deſerne | 
That doconſpiremy death with duwweliſh plots 
Of damned witchcraft , and that haue preuaild ? 
Vpon my body with their helliſh charmes ? 
Haſt. The tender loue I beare your gricemy Lord 
Makes me moſt torward in this noble preſence, 
To doome the offenders whatlocuer they be : 
Ifay my Lord they hauedeſerned death, 
Glo, Then be your eyes the witneſle of this11l; 
See how I ambewitcht, behold mine arme 
Is like a blaited fapling withered vp» 
This is that Edwards wife, that monſtrous witch, 
Conlorted with that harlot ſtrumpet Shore ; 
That by their witchcraft thus haue marked me. 
Hat, It they haue donethisthing my gracious Lord: 
Glo. If thou Protettor of this damned ſtrumpet. 
Tciſtthou me of ifts ? thon art a traitor- ' 
Off with his head : Now by Saint Pad, 
I will not dine today 1 ſwere, 
Vnrill I fee the ſame , ſome ſee it done : 
The reſt that loue me, come and follow me. Exenunt mart 
Haſt.\V o,wo,tor England not a whit for me-Ca.with Haſe. 
For 1 too fond might haue prenented this : 
Stanley did dreame the boare did race his helme, 
Bur I difdaind it and did fſcorne to hie, 
Three tmes to day my footecloth Horledid tumble, 
And ftarted when he leokt ypon the Tower, 
As 


of Richard the Third. 
As loth to beare me to the ſlanghter-houſe. 
Oh now warrant the Prieſt that ſpake to me, 
I now repent I told the Purfnant, 
As twere triumphing at mine enemies, 
How they at Pomfrer bloodily were butcherd, 
And I my ſelfe ſecure in grace and fauour, 
Oh Margrert,Margret, now thy heauy curic 
Is lightned on poore Haſtings wretched head. _ 
Cat.Diſpatch my Lord, the Duke would be at dinner: 
Makea ſhort ſhritt,he longs to ſec your head, 
Haft.O momentary ſtate of worldly men, 
Which we more hunt for,then for the grace of heauen: 
Who builds his hopes inthe ayre of your faire lookes, 
Liues like a drunken fayler on a maſt, 
Ready with enery nod to tumble downe 
Intothe tatall bowels of thedeepe. 
Come leade me tothe blocke,beare him my head* 
They ſmile at me,that ſhortly ſhall be dead Exeunte 
Enter Duke of Gloceſter and Buckingham in ar monr, 
Glo.Comecouſen,canſt thou quake and change thy colon. 
Murder thy breathin middle of a word, 
And then begjn againe and ſtop againe, 
As if thou wert deftrat and mad yith terror, 
Buc.Tut fearenot me, 
I cancounterfeit the deepe Traiedian, 
Speake and looke backe and prie onenery fide ; 
Intending deepe ſuſpition gaſtly lookes 
Areat my ſeruice like entorſe | ſmules, 
And both are ready in their ofhces 
To grace my [tratagems. Enter Maior. 
Glo. Here comes the Maior | 
Buc-Let me alone toentertaine him. L-Maior 
G/o. Looke to the draw-bridge there, 
Bxec.The reaſon we haue ſent tor you, 
Glo. Catesby oner-looke the walles. 
Buc. Harke,I heare a drumme. 
Glo.Looke backe defend thee,here are enemics 
Bus, God and our innocency defend vs- 
G72, 0, O, be quiet it is Catesby + 
G i Entey 
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Snter Catesby with Haftings head, 

Cat. Here is the head of that 1gnoble traytor, : 
The dangerous and vnſuſpeted Haitings, 

Gls.So deare I lou'd the man that I muſt weepe : 
I tooke him for the playneſt harmeleſle man, 
That breathed vpon this earth a Chriſtian: 
Looke ye my Lord Mator : 
1 made him my booke wherein my ſoule recorded 
The Hiſtory of all her ſecret thoughts : 
So ſmooth he daubd his vice with ſhew of vertue, 
That his apparent open guilt omitted ; 
I meane his conueriation with Shores wite, 
He layd from all attainder of ſufpeR. | 

Buc, Well, well, he was the conuertſt ſheltred trayto; 
That ener lin'd, would-you haue imagined, 
Or almoſt beleeue,were it n&\Þy great preſeruation 
Welineto tell it you ? the ſubtile traytor 
Had this day plotted in the counſe!l houſe, 
To murder me and my good Lord Gleceſter. 

AMqz. What had he ſo? 
Glo. W hat thinke ye we are Turkes or Infidels, 

Oc that we ſhould "pan the courſe of Lay, 
Proceed thusraſhly torhe villaines death, 
But that the extreame perrill of:the caſe, 
The peace of England and our perſons ſaſery {- 
Inforſt vs to this execution ? 
_ Ma.Now faire befall you, he deſerued his death, 
And you my good Lords both, haue well proceeded, 
1o warne falſe traytors from the like attempts: | 
I nener logkt for better at his hands, 
After he once fell in with Miſtris Shore, 

Glo, Yet had nat we determind he ſhould dye 
Vnrill your Lordſhip came to ſee his death, 
Which now the longing haſt of theſe ourvriends 
Somewhat againſt our meaning hane preuented, 

: Becauſemy Lord,we would haue had you heard 
* Thetraytor ſpeake, and timeronſly confeile 
The manner and the- purpoſe of his treaſon, 
hat you might well haue Ggnified the ſame 


Vnto 
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Vntothe Citizens, who happily may 
Miſconſtnre vs in him, and watle his death. 

Ma My good Lord your gracious word ſhall ſerue 
As well,as it Ihad ſeene or heard him fpeake : 
And doubt you not right noble Princes both, 
But ile acquaint your dutious Citizens 
With all your'inſt proceedings in this caſe, 

Glo. And to that end we wiſht your Lordſhip hete, 
To anoyd the carping cenſures of the world- 

Buc.Þut ſince youcame to late of our intents, 
Yet witnefſe what we did intend and ſo my Lord adue.”' 

Glo. Aftergafter, confin Buckmghan, E xit Major, 
The Maior towards Gzi/d hall hies him in all poſt, 
There at your meeteſt aduantage ofthe time, 
Inferre the baſtardy of Edwards children: » 
Tell them how Edward put to death a Citizen, 
Onely for ſaying he would make his ſonne 
Heire to the Crowne, meaning (indeed) his houle, 
Which by the ſigne thereof was termed ſo. 
Moreouer, vrge his hatefull luxury, 
And beaſtly appetite in change of luſt, 
W hich ſtretched to their ſeruants{danghters,wines, 
Euen where his luſtfull eye,or ſauage hearr, 
Without controle liſted to make his prey : 
Nay for a need thus farre come neare my perſon, 
Tell them,whenthat my mother went with chil 
Ofthat vnſatiat Edward, noble Torke, 
My Princely father thenhad warres in France, 
And by inſt computation of the time, 
Found thart the iſſue was not his begot, 
W hich well appeared in his lmeaments 
Being nothing like the noble Duke my father, 
But touch this ſparinglyas it were farre of, 
Becauſe you know my Lord,my brother liues. 

Bac.Fearenot my Lord,ile play the Orator 
As if the golden fee for which Ipleade, 
Were for my ſelfe. 

Glo.If you thrive well, bring them to Baynards Caſtle, 
Where you ſhall find me wetl accompanied 

G 3 _ Wuh 
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With reverend Fathers,and well learned Bithops, 
Bec. About three or foure a clocke looke to heare 
What news Guild-ha!l affordeth,and ſo my Lord farewe!!. 
Glo Now will I into take. ſome priuy order £xit 5uce 
To draw the brates of Clarence out of ligit, 
And to giuenotice that no manner of perion 
Art any time, have recourſe ynto the Princes» Exit» 
Enter a Scrinener, with a paper mhis hand. 
This is the indictment of the good Lord Hajtings, 
Which ina ſet hand fairely is ingrols'd- 
That it may bethis day red ouer in Pan!s: 
And marke how well the {equell hangs together, 
Elcuen houres I ſpent to writ it ouer, ; 
For yeſterightby Caresby was it brought me, 
The preſident was full as long a doing, 
And yet withinthelſe fiue houres liu'd Lord Haiting: 
Vntainted, vnexamined : free at liberty : 
Here's a good world the while, Why who's fo groſle 
That ſees net this palpable deuice ? 
Yet who's fo blind that ſayes he ſees it not ? 
Bad is the world and al! will come to nought, 
Whenſuch bad dealing mult be ſeene in theught: Exits 
Enter Gloceſter at one doore, Buckingham at another. 
Glo, How now my Lord, what ſayes ctheGitizens? 
Buc. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 
The Citizens are nummeand ſpeake not a word, 
Glo. Toucht you the baſtardy of Edward: Children ? 
Buc,1 did,with the in{atiat greedineſle of his deſires, 
His tyranny fortrifles : his owne baſtardy, 
As being got your tatherthenin France: 
W ithall I did inferre your lineaments, 
Being the right Idea of your father, 
Both in forme and nobleneſle of mind: 
Layd vpon all your victories in Scorland : 
Your Diſcipline in warre,wiſedome in peace: 
Your bounty,vertue,faire humility : 
Indeed left nothing fitting for the purpoſe 
Vntouch't or ſleightly handled in diſcourſe : 
And when my cratory grtiv to end, 
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T bad them that loves their Countries good, 
Cry God ſaue Richard Englands royal! King, 
Glo. A, and didthey lo? 
Buc. No ſoGod helpe me, 
But like dumbe fatues or breathleſſe Nones, 
Gazde each on other and lookt deadly pale : 
Which when I faw, I reprehended them : 
And askt the Maior what meanes this wilfull Glence? 
His anſwere was the people were not wont 
Tobe ſpoke too, but by the Recorder- 
Then he was vrgde to tell my tale againe: 
Thus1aith the Duke,thns hath the Duke inferd ; 
But nothing ſpake in warrant from himſelfe : 
When he had done,ſomefollowers of mine owne 
At the lower end ofthe hall, hurled vp their caps, 
And ſome tenvoycescryed,God ſane King Richard 
Thankes noble Citizens and friends quoth 1, 
This generall applauſe and louing ſhoute, 
Argues your wiidomeand your loue to Richard : 
And ſo brake off and came away. 
Gto.What tongueleſſe blockes were they , would they 
Buc. Noby mytroth my Lord. (nor ſpeake ? 
Glo.Will not the Mayor then and his brethren come ? 
. S#xc,The Mayor is heere: and intend ſome feare, 
Benot ſpoken withall,bur with mighty ſute : 
And looke you get a prayer booke in your hand, 
And ſtand betwixt to C hurch-men good my Lord, 
For on that ground Ile build a holy deſcant: 
Be not eafie wonne to our requeſt : 
Play the maydes part, ſay no, but take 1t- 
Gle,Feare not me, if thoucanſt plead as well for them, 
AsIcan ſay nay to thee for my felfe, 
No doubt weele bring it to a happy iſle. 
Bruc.Y ou ſhall ſee what I cando,get vpto theleads, Zx, 
Now my Lord Mator, you danceattendance heere, 
I thinke the Duke will not be poken withall. Enter Caterby 
Here comes his ſeruant:how now Caresby, what ſayes he? 
Cat. My Lord he doth intreat your grace 
To viſit him to morrow , ornext day ; 
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He is within and two reuerend Fathers, 

Diuinely bent to meditation, 

And inno worldly ſute would he be mon'd, 

To draw him from his holyexeraiſe- 4M 
Buc. Returne good Catesby to thy Lord againe, 

Tell himmy ſelfe, the Maior and Citizens, / 

In deepe defignes and matters of great momeng, 

Noleſle importing them then our generall good. 

Are come to haue ſome conference with his grace- 
Cat-Ile tell him what you fay my Lord- Exits 
Byc. A ha my Lord, this Princeis not an Edward : 

He isnot lulling on alewd day bed, 

But on his knees at meditation : 1 

Not dallying witha brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe Dinines : 

Not fleeping to ingrofle his idle body, 

But praying to inrich his watchfull ſoule, 

Happy were England,would this gracious prince: 

Take on himſelte the ſouecraignety thereon, 

Burt ſure] feare we ſhall neuer winne him toic. : 

Aa. Marry God for bid his grace ſhould ſay vs nay: 
Enter Caresby. 
Bac.I feare he will, how now Caterby. 
What ſayes your Lord ? 
Car. My L- he wondersto what end you haue aſſembled 
Such troopes of Citizens to ſpeake with him, 
His grace not being warnd thereof before : 
My Lord he feares you meane no good to him- 
Bur Sorry T am-my noble couſen ſhoul 
Suſpect me that I meane no good to him, 
By heauen I come inperte& loueto him, 
And ſo 6nce more returneand tell his grace : 
W hen holy and deuout religious men, 
Areat theirbeads tis hard to = them thence, 
So ſweeteis zealous contemplation. 
Enter Rich, and two Biſhops aloft. 
/14i. See where he ttands betweene two C lergimen. 
Buc. Two propes of vertue for a Chriſtian Prince : 
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Famous 7 lantagenert, moſt gracious Prince, 
Lend fauorable cares to my requeſt : 
And pardon vs' the intetrtiption 
Of thy deuotion and right Chriftian zeale. 
Glo, My Lord, thereneedsno ſuch Apology, 
I rather doe beſeech yon pardon me, 
Whoearneſt inthe fermce of my God, 
Negle& the viſitation of my friends: 
Bur leauing this , whats your graces pleaſure ? 
Bc Euen that Thope which vleaſerh God aboue, 
And all good menof rhis vngouernd Ile. 's 
Glo,T doe {ulpect, I have done ſome offence, 
That ſeeme diſgracions m the Cuties eyes, 
Andchat you cometoreprehend my 1gnorance : 
Bruc. You hane my Lord 7 would it gleaſe your grace 
At our intreaties to amend that fault, 
Gle, Elſe wherefore breath I ina Chriſtian land? 
Bse. Then know it is your fault that you reſigne 
The Supreame Seate , the throane maieſticall, 
The Scepter office of your Anceſtors. 


' Thelineall glory of your royall Houſe, 


Toth@ecorruption of a blemiſhr ſtocke *: | 
Whileſt in the mildenefſe of your ſleepy thonghts, 
\Whluchheerewe waken to your Countries good : 
This noble le doth want his proper limbes, 

Jer fage defac't with itars of infamy, 
And almoſt ſhouldref in this ſwallowing gulph 
Of blind forgerfullnefſe and dark? obliuzon : 
Which to recouer we hartily ſolicite 


You gracious ſelfe to take on you the foueraignty thereof, 


Not as Prorettor Steward , Subſtitute, 

Nor lowly tacor for an. others gairie ? 

But as ſucceſſiuely from blosd to blood, 

Yeurright ofbirth your Empary, your owns : 

For this conſorted with the Citizens, 

Your worſhipfull and very louing friends, 

And by there vehement inftigation, 

In this 1ſt ſutecome-I tomoue your Grace. 
Gle.l know not Whither to depart in filences 
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Or bitterly to ſpeake in your reproofe, 
Reit fits my degree, or your condition * 
Your lone deſernes my thankes, but my deſert 
Vnineritab!e ſhunes your high requeſt, 
Firſtif al! obRacles were cat away, 
And that ny path wereeuen ta the. Crowne , 
As my right reuenew and dneby birth, 
Yetſo much 1s my pouerty of ſpirit, 
| So mighty and ſo many my detects, 
| As 1had rather hide me from my greatneſle, . 
Beinga barke to brooke no mighty ſea, 
Then in my greatne{lc couet to be hid, 
Andin the vapour. of wy glory ſmothered: 
Burt God hc. thanked thers no need for me, 
And muchl1 need to helpe you if need were, 
The royall tree hath left vs royall fruit, 
\V hich mellowed by the Realing houres of time, 
"Will well become the ſeate of Maieſty ; 
And make, no doubt,vs happy by his raigne, 
On him 1 lay what you would on me: 
The right and fortune of his happy ſtarres, 
W hich God defend that I ſhould wring from him- 
Buc.My Lord, this argnes conſcience in your Grace 
Bur the reſpeAs thereof are nice and triuiall, 
All circumſtances well conſidered. 
You lay that Edwardis your brothers ſonne, - 
Soſty we too but not by Edwards wite : 
For firſt he was contracted to Lady Lacy, 
Your mother Jines a witneſle to that youv, 
. And afterwards by ſubſtitute betrothed 
"ſo Bona filter to the King of France, 
Theſe both put by a poore petitioner, 
A care-crazd mother of many children, 
A beauty-waining and diſtreſſed widdow; 
Euen 1n the afternoone of her belt dayes, 
- Made price and purchace of his luitfull eye, 
Seduce the pitch and height of all his thought? 
To baſe declemiion loathed bigamy, 
By her in this valayfull bed hegor, 
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This Edward,whom our manners terme the Prince : 

More bitterly could 1 expoſtulate, 

Save that for reverence to {ore aliue 

} giue a ſparing limit to my tongue : 

Then good my Lord ,take to your royall ſelfe, 

This proffered benefit of dignity ? 

If nor to-bleſſe vs and the Land withall. 

Yet to draw out yourroyall ſtocke, 

From the corruption of a buſy time, 

Vnto a lineal! true derined courſe. 
Aſay.Doe good my Lord, your Citizens intreat you 
Cat-O make them 1oyfull, grant their lawfull ſuit, 
Glo.Alas,why ſhould you heape thoſe cares on me, 

] am vnkit for ſtate and dignity: 

I doebeſeech you take it not amille, \ 

I cannct nort will not yeild to you. 
Bac, If yon refuſe it as in loueand zeale, 

Loth to depoſe che child your brethers ſonne, 

As well we know your tenderneſſe of heart, 

And gentle kind effeminate remorſe, 

Which we haue noted in you to your kin, 

And-equally indeed to alleftates, 

Yet whether you except our ſuit orno, 

Your brothers ſon ſhall neuerraigne our King, 

But we will plant ſome other in the Throne, 

Io the diſgrace and downefall of your houſe - 

And in this reſolution herel leane you, 

Come Citizens, zounds;1le intreat no more- 
Glo. O doe not fweare my Lord of Buckingham. 
Cat, Callthem againe my Lord, and accept their ſure, 
Ano, Do good my I ord,leatt all the Land do rew it» 
Glo. Would youenforce me to a world of cate ? 

Wellcall them againe,I am not made of fiones, 

But penetrable to your kind intents, 

Albeit againſt my cenſcience,and my ſoule ; 

Coutin of Bnckmgham,and you lage grauc men, 

Since you will buckle fortune on my backe, 

To beare the burthen whether 1 will or no, 

I muſt haue patience to endure the lo:de, 
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But if blacke ſcandallor fo foulefac't reproaci 

Attend the ſequell of your impoktion, 

Your meere infor-ement ſhall acquttance me 

From al! the impure plots and ſtaines thereot, 

For God he knows and you may partly ſee, ., 

How farre T am from the delire thereof- : BY 
Afar. God bicſſe your Grace ya fee it,and wili tay it» 
Gle.In ſaying to,yor ſhall bur ay the truth. 

Bec, Then 1 talute yoa with this kingly title : 

kong; linc King Riohard, Englands royall Kings 
41:13. Amen: . 
Buc, To morrow will it pleae you to be Crown'd ? 
Geo. Bacn when yoe will, fince you will hauc it 10+ 
$8, Tomorrow then we will atrend your Grace 
G{o, Come let vs to ourholy taske againe : 

Farewell good coulin, farewell gentle friends: Exennts 

Emer Ducene morber, Dutches of Torke Margueſſe 
DLorſectat one dere, Putches of Gloceſter 
n ar another doore. 
' #4. Viho meets vs here, my NeecePlantagenet ? 
3s.Silter well met, whether away ſo fa(t? 
! Dz:.G/e. No farther thenthe Tower and as | gueſle, 
pon the like denotion as your ſelues, 
To gratulate the tender Princes there. 
2x. Kind litter thankes, weeleenterail together. 
Exter the Liewtenant of the Tower, 

And in good tame herethe Lieutenant comes, 

M. Lieutenant, pray you by your. leaue, 

How faresthe Prince ? 

Liew. Well Maddam and in health;but by your leauc, 

I may not ſuffer you toviſit him, 

The King hath ſtraightly charged © che contrary. 
£4. The King,vhy whois that ? 

Liews.] cry you mercy, I meane the Lord Pretetor. 
2n, The Lord proteit Iumfrom that Kingly title : 

Hath he ſet bonds betwixt there loue and me: 

3 arm their mother, who ſhould keepe me from them? 

I amrtheir fathcr motherjand will ſee then. © 

Par Glo, Ther, Aunt | amin law zaloue thgir morheys 
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Then feare not thou, ile beare thy blame, 
And take thy Ofhce from thee on my perill- 
Liex. I dee beſeech your graces all to pardon me: 
I am bound by eath, 1 may not doeit. 
Entry Lord Stanley, 
5tan-Let me but meet you Ladies atan houre henes; 
And ile (aluwyour Grace of 7orke, as mother : 
And reuerend looker one,of two taire Queenes. 
Come Maddam,you mult goe with me to Weit miniter, 
There to be Crowned Richards royall Queene- 
2x. Ocut my lace in ſunder, that my pent hearr 
May haueſome {cope to beate, © ele I found 
With this deadliking news- 
” Dor.Maddam hauecomfort how fares your Grace? 
Lu. O Dor/er,jpeake notto me,gert thee hence, 
Death and deftruttion dogs thee at the heeles, 
Thy others name 1s ominous tochildren, 
itthou wilt ouerſtrip death, goe crofle the Seas, 
And liue with &Xichword from the race of hell, 
Goc hue thee,hie thee, from this ſlaughter-hout, 
Leaſt thon increaſe thenumber of the dead, 
And make me dye the thrall of Afargrets curſe, 
Not mother,wite, nor Englands counted Queenc, 
Stay, Full of wiſe care is this yonr counſel Madargy 
Take all the ſwift aduantage of the time, 
You ſhall haue letters from me to my ſonne, 
To meet you on the way and welcome you, 
Be not taken tardy by vnwiſe delay- 
Dut.Yor, O ul} diſperſing wind of miſery, 
O my accurſed wombethe bed of death, 
A Cokatrice haſt thou hawht tothe world, 
Whoſe vnauopded eye is murderous. 
Stan.Come Maddam,l in all haſt was ſent fo:- 
Dx: And I in atl vawillingneſſe will goe, 
I would to God that the incluſive verge 
Of gonlden mertall that muſt round my broyz, 
Were red hot ieeleto ſeare meto the braine, 
Anoyned letme be with deadly peylon, 
And dicere mancan <=" TE Queene. 
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\ 94 Alas poore {oule, I enuy northy glory, 

Zo feed my humour wiſh thy ſelfe no harme. 
Dat.Gla.No,when he that 1s my husband noy, 

Came to me, i followed Herries Courle, 

When the blood was ſcarce waſht from his hands, 

Which ifſued from my other angel! husband, 

And that dead ſaint, which then I weeping followed, 

O,when I ſay, lookt on Richards face, 

This was my Wiſh, be thou quorh | accurlt, 

For making me ſo young, ſo old a widdow. - 

And when thou wedlt, let ſorrow haunt thy bed, 

And be thy wite if any be fo. bad 

As miſerable by the death of thee, 

As thou haſt made me by my deare Lords death, 

Lo enen I can repeate this curſe againe, 

Euen in ſo ſhort a ſpace, my womans heart 

Crolly grew capriue to his honey words, 

And prou'd the ſubieRt of mine owne ſoules curſe, 

Which ener ſince hath kept mine eyes from ſleepe, 

Fer neuer yet one houre in his bed, 

HaueI inioyed the golden dew of ſleepe, 

But haue beene waked by his timerous dreames- 

Beſides he hates me for-my father Warwicke, 

Andwill ſhortly be rid of me. 
24. Alas poore foule,I pity thy complaints. 
Dur.Glo.Nomore thentrom my ſoule | mourne for yours 
2x Farewell,thon woefull welcomer of glory. 
Dut.Glo. Adue poore ſoule thou takett thy jeane of it, 
D.Yer.Gothotito Richmond, & good fortune guide thee 

Go thou to Richara and good Angels guard thee, 

Go thou to fanctnary, good thoughts poſſeſle thee, 

I tomy grane, where peace and reſt lye with me, 
Eyghty old -yeares of {orrow haue. I ſeene, 

And each houreg 1oy wrackt witha weeke of teene- 


T he trampees ſorind. Enter Richard C rowned, Backing ' 
ham,Cateiby, with other Nobles. 

King, Stand all apart, Goulin of Buckingham, - 

Gine me thy hand. Here he > ky T hrone, 

Thus 
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Thus high by thy aduice 

And thy aſliltanceis King Richard ſeated : 

But ſhall we weare theſe honours for a day ? 

Or ſhall chey laſt and we retoyce in them ? 
Bac.Still ue they,and forener may they laſts 
Ki.O Buckingham now 1 doe play the touch, 

To try if thon be currant Gold indeed : 

Yong Edward lives:thinke now what Lwould fay 
Buc. Say on my gracious Soueraigne» 
King.\Why Buckingham, I ſay I would be Kinge 
Buc.Why ſo youare my thrice renowned Liege, 
King. Ha : am I King ? tis ſo, but Edward lines, * 
Bruce. True noble Prince, 

King. O bitter conſequence, 
That Edward fill ſhould line true noble Prince, 
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Couſin thou wert not went tobe ſo dull, 


Shall I be plaine I wiſh the baſtards dead, 
And 1 would haueit ſuddainly performd, | 
What faieſt thou ? ſpeake ſuddenly , be briefe, 

Buc.Your grace may doe your pleaſure. 

King, Tur,tut,thou art all yce, thy kindneſſe freezeth; 
Say,haue I thy conſent that they ſhall die ? 

Buc. Giue me ſome breath my Lord, 

Before I poſtiuely ſpeake herein : 
I will reſolue your grace imediatly. 
Car. The King is angry ſee he bites his lip. 
King. will conuerle with iron witty fooles, 
And vnreſpeRiue Bees, none are for me 
That looke into me with conſiderate eyes; ; 

Boy. Figh reaching Buckingham growes circumſpeR» 

Boy. Lord- 

King. Know thou not any whom corrupting Gold 
VW ould tempt vnto @ cloſe exploit of death. 

Boy. My Lord , 1 know adiſcontented Gentleman, * 
W hoſe humble meanes match not hishaugity mind, | 
Gold were as good astwenty Orators, | | 
And will no doubr tempt him toany things 

King. What 1s lis name ? 

Boy. His name my Lord , is Terret: 
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' Orelſe my Kingdome ſtands on brittle glafle, 


:-Foesto myreſt that my feet ſleepe diſturbs, 


The Tranedy 


Kayy, Goe call lim: lutlicr preſently. 
The deepe refoluing witty Buckingham, 
No more ſhall be the neighbour to my counſell, 
Hath heſolong held out with me vhwrde, 
And Ropshenow for breath 
Erter Darby 
How now what newes with your? 

Dar, My Lord I heare the Marqueſle Dorſer 
Is fled to &ichmeond inthoſe parts be yond theſcas 
Where he abides- 

King. Catethy. Cat, My Lord. © 

Kinge Rumor this abroad» | 
That Anne my wife is fickeand liketo die, 

I will rake order for her keeping cloſe; 

Enquire me out ſome meane borne Gentlemany 
W hom I will marry ſtraight to Clarence daughter 
The boy is fooliſh and | feare not him, 

Looke how thou dreameſt ; | ay againe,gius on: 
That Anze my wife 1s &cke and like to die. 

Abour it, for it tands me much vpon, 

To ſtop allhopes whoſe growth may damage me, 
Truſt be married to my brothers daughter, * 


Murther her brother. , and then marry her, 
Vncertaine way of gaine , but 1 amin 
So farrein blood, that finne pluckes on finne, 
Teares. falling,pitry dwels not in this eye. 
Enter Tirreh 
7s thy name Tirrel ? 
Tit,lames Tirrel,& your moſt ob*dient ſubieR. 
King. Art thouindeed ? 
Tir, Prove me'my gracious ſoneraigne. 
King.Dar'ftthoureſoluero killa friend of mine? 
Tir«[ my Lord but I had rather kill wo deepe enemics 
- King. Why there thou haſt it, to deepe enemics+ 


Are rchey that 1 would hanethee deale-ypon ; 
Tirrel, 1 means thoſe baſtards in the Tower. 
Tir, Let me hane mzapes to come to them, * 
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And ſopne ule rid you from the feareof them- 
Kin. Thou fing(t lweet muſicke, Come hither Tirre/, 


. Goby that token,riſeand lend thineeare, He whiſper: 


Tis no more but (o, ſay, is it done ? in his care» 
And I will lone thee, and prefer thee too, 
Tir. Tis done my good Lord- 
Kin, Shall we heare from thee Tirrel/,cre we ſleepe ? 
Tir.Yea my good Lord. Enter Buckingham. 
Byc. My Lord, lhaue conſidered in my mind, 

The late demand that you did ſound me in- 
Kin.\We!llet that paſſe,Dorſer is fled to Richmond» 
Buc.I heare thatnews my Lord. | 

. Kin. Staley he is your wines fonne : Well, looke toit, 
Buc.My Lord,Iclaime your gift,my due by prenute, 

For which your honour and your faithis pawnd, 

The Eari dome of Heyford, and the moneables, 


| The which you promiſed I ſhould poſletie, 


Kin, Stanl:y, lookero your wite,if they conuey 
Letters to Rechmond, you ſhall anſwerit, | 
Buc, W hat ayes your highneſſe to my iuſt demand ? 
Kin, As lremember Hemry the fixt 
Did propheſie that Richmond ſhould be King, 
 1—m Richmond was a little peeuiſh boy, 
King perhaps,perhapss 
Buc:My L_— : . 
Kin, How chance the Prophet conld nor at that rung, 
Haue told mel being by, that I ſhould kill him, 
Buc. My Lord,your promiſe for the Earledome. 
Rin, Rihmond, Whenlafſt I was at E rerer, 
The Mator in curteſre ſhewd me the Caſtle, 
And called it Rugemount, at whichname 1 ftarted, 
Becauſe 2 Lord of Ireland told me once, 
I hhonld not line long afterI latv Richmond. 
Buc. My Lord. ; 
Kin.l, Whats a clocke? * 
Bxc.lamthus bold to put your Grace in mind 
Of what you promifd me- 
Kin, \Well, but whats a clocke ? 
Zuc.Vponthe Rroke of. 10, 
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, Ximg. We!'l,leFit ſtrike. «, 
' Pae. Why letit ſtrike? . 
King. Becauſethat like a Tackethou keepſt the ſtroke 
vs Berwixt thy begging, and my meditation : 
1 amnot inthe gining vaineto day, | 
: Bru:, Why then reſolue me whether you will or no ? = 
E | 14zTut,uut,thon troubleſt me, l am not inthe vaine. Ex, 
| Zec.ls tteven fo, rewards he my true ſernice 
"ith ſuch deepe contemprt,madel him King for this ? 
{f let methinke on Haſt;zgs and be gone | 
To Precknecke while my fearetull head is ons 
0 Emper Sir Francis T rwrell. 
T+, The tyranons and bloody deed is dore,: 
The moſt arch a& of pitious maſlacre, 
That ener yet this land was gyilty of, 
D:ghten and Forreft whom 1 did ſabborn?, 
1 © doe this ruthfull piece of burchery, 
Although they were fleſht villains bloody dogs, 
Melting with rendernefle and compathon, 


- 


weptlike two childrenin their deaths fad tories: 
Lo thus quoth D-ghtex lay theſe tender babes, 
Thus,thus,quoth Forreſt girding one another 
W ithin their innocent alabaſter armes, ) 
Their lips like fouze red Roſes ona italke,  . 
When nthere ſurhmer beauty kiſt eachother, 
Fhooke of prayer on their pillow:lay, 
: W hich once quothForre/? almoſt changd my mind, 
But O the divell | there the villaine Ropt, 
Whilſt D:-ghrenthustold, one we ſmothered, 
The moſt replentſht ſweet worke of na.ure 
4 I hat trom the prime Creation euer he tramd, 
= They conid not (peake, and fo I left them both, 
| To bring theſe tidings ro the bloody King, 
Enter King Richard. 
And here hecnmes» Ail halle my ſoueraigne Liege. 
Kg. Kind Trre/, and I happy in thy news ? 
1:r-It co have done the thing you gaue in charge 
Beget your h:ppyneſſe, be happy then, 
For ut ts done my Lord. 


King : 
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Xing.But didſt thou ſeethem dead ? 
T ir. I did _ 


Kmg., And buried gentle Tirrel/? 
Tir» The Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them: 
But how orin what place I do not know. 
King. Come io me Terrell ſoone afier ſupper, 
And thou ſhalt tell the proceſle of their death, 
Meane time but thinke how I may do thee good 
And be inheritor of thy deſire, © Exit Trrrehs 
Farewell till ſoone+ 
The ſonne of Clarence haue Ipend vp cloſe, 
His daughter meanely haue | matcht in marriage, 
The ſons of Edward ileepe in Abrahams bolome, 
And Anze my wife hath bid the world goo. night ; 
Now. for I know the Brittaine X:rhmornd aimes 
Ar young El:z«beth, my brothers daughter, 
And by that knot lookes proudly ore the Crowne, 
To her I goe Aiolly thriuing wooer, Emer Catesby ' 
. Cat. My Lord» | 
King.Cood rews,or bad that then commeſt bluntly ? 
Car.Bad news my Lord, E/, is fled to Richmond 
And B»uckmngham backt with the hardy #elchwen 
Ts inthe field, and QH his power increaſeth. 
King Elie with Richmond troubles me more 
Then Buck ng ham and his raſh leveld army : F 
Come l haue heard that fearefull commeming, l 
Is leaden ſernitor to Gull delay, 
Delay leads impotent and inale-padt beggery, 
Then fiery expedition be my w ings, 
Texe Mercnry,and Herald for aKing r- 
Come mutter rnen,my connfaile is my ſhield, 
We muſt be briefe, when trayrors braue the field, Exeum: 
Enter Oucene vey 94 ſola. 
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_—_— So now proſperity beginsto mellow, 
And drop,into the rotten mouth ot death ; 
Here in theſe confines lily haue 1 lurkr, 
' Towatchthe waining of mine aduerſarics : 
A direinduQ1on am I witneſle too, 
And will to Frarce, hoping the conſequence 
I 2 
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Will prone as bitter blacke and tragicall, 

Withdraw thee wretched Margret,who comes heres 

Exmnrer the Oneene, aud the Daiches of Yorke. | 
Os. Ah my young Princes, ah my tender babes, 

M y vnblowne flower, new appearing ſweet, 

If yet your gentle lou'es fiye in the ayre, 

And be not hxt in doome perpetuall, 

Houer aboue me with your. atery wings, 

And heare your mothers lamentations- 

' 2.,ar. Honer about her,fay that right forrighe 

Hath dimd your infant morne,to aged night, 

94. Wilt thou O God flic from tuch gentle lambes; 

And 'throw them inthe intrales of the wolte : 

When did thou fleepe when ſuch a deed was done ? 
9, Mar,When holy Mary dyed, and my iweet ſonne, 
Dt. Blind fight,dead life, poore mortall living Ghoſh 

Woes iceane,worlds ſhame,graues dne by life v{urpr, 

Reſt their vnreſt on Englasds lawtull earth, 

Vnlawtully made drunke,with innocents blocd-+ 

2x-O that thou would as well aftord a graue; 

As thou canſt yeild a melancholly ſeat, by 

Then would 1 hide my bones,not reft them here; 

O who hath any cauſe to mourne but 1? 

Dut.So many raiſeries hath crazd my voyee-» 

That my woe-wearied tongne,is mute and dumb 

Edward Plantagenet,why art thou dead ? 
2./Aar. If ancient forrow be moſt reuerent, 

Giue mine the benefit of {igniory, 

And let my woes frowne on the vpper-hand, 

If ſorrow can admit lociety.” 

Tet! ouer your woes againe by vewing mine: 

I had an Eaward, ti'1 a Richard kild him» 

I had a Richard, till a 2ichard kild him- 

Thou hadſit an Edward ill a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadR a Richard ill a Richard kiid him, 

Dut.Thad a Richard too,and thou didit kill him; 

T had a R#tlandtoo,and thou holpſt to kill him: 

9.Mar.Thon had a Clarence tootill Ricvard kid himy 

From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept, 
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A hell-honnd that doth hunt vs all to death, 
That Dog that had his teeth befare his eyes 
To worry Lambes, and lap their gentle blood, 
That foule defacer of Gods handy-worke, 
Thy wombe let looſe to chafe vs to our graues, 
O vpright,iuRt, and true diſpoſing God, 
How do I thanke thee, for this carnall Cur 
Preyes on the iflue of his Mothers body, 
And make ner pewfellow with others moane« 
Dur. O Harries wite, triumph not in my woes, 
Goc witnefle with mel hane wept” for thee. 
9-Har.Beare with me,} am hnngry for renenge 
And now t cloy me with beholding it : 
Thy ZE award hets dead,that ftabd my Edward, 
Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward, 
Young 7orke hers but boote, becauſe both they 
Marci not the high perfection of my loſle: 
liy Ciarence he 15 dead, that kild my Edward, 
And the beholders of this tragicke play, 
The aCulterate Haitings, Kiners Yanghan, Gray? 
Vnttmely {mothered in their dusky graues, 
K rcbard yet lives, hels blacke intelligencer, 
Onely reſcrued their taRtor to buy ſoules, 
And tend them thicher,but at hand, 
Enſues his pitious, and vnpitied end, 
Earth gapes,hell burnes,fiends roare,Saints pray 
To have him ſuddenly conueyed away. 
Cancell his bonds of life deare' God I pray, 
That [ may live to ſay, the Dog is dead- 
2+, O thou didſt propheſie the time won'd come 
That i ſhould with for thee to helpe mecurſe 
7 hat botteid ſp:der,thac foule hunch-backe Toad, 
0.Mar. | caid tree then vaine flomiſh of my fortune; 
I cald theethen poore ſhadow, painted Queene, 
The pretentation of but what I was, 'l 
The flattering index of-; direfull pageant, 
One heau'd a high to be hu:l'd downe below, 
A mother onely mockt with two ſweet babes, 
A dreame of which thou wert, a breath, a bnbble, 
I 3 A figne 
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A figne of dignity, a gariſh flag, 
To be theaime ot enery dangerous ſhor, 
A Queene inieft, onely to fill the ſceane: 
W here is thy haisband now,where be thy brothers ? 
W here be- thy children, wherein doſt thou toy ? 
Who ſues to thee, and cries, God ſaue the Queene ? 
Where be the bending Peeres that flattered thee ? 
Where be the th:onging troupes that tollowed thee * 
Decline allthis and fee whatnow thou art, 
For happy wife, a moſt diitreſled widdow ; 
For 10yfull mother, one that watles the name ; 
For Queene,a very catife, crownd with care; 
For one being ſued to0,one that humbly ſues ; 
For one commanding all;obeyed of none: 
For one that {cornd at-me,now ſcornd of me. 
Thus hath the courſe of iuftice whel'd abour. 
And left me but a very prey to time, 
Hauing no more but thought of what thou art, 
To toriure thee the md what thou art, , 
Thon didſt vſurpe my place,an doſt thou not 
V-urpe the iuſt-proportzon ot my ſorrow ? 
Nowrzhy proud necke,beares halte my burdened yoake : 
From.-which,cuen here, I lip my wearied neoke, 
And leaue the burthen of it all onthee: 
Farewell Torkes wife,and Queene of ſad miſchance, 
Theſe Engliſh woes will make me ſmile in France, 
2x. O thou well skild incurſes, Ray a while, 
And teach me how to curſe mine enemies. 
2 Mar, Forbeareto {leepe the night,and faſt the day, 
Compare deaths happine(ie with 1uing woe, 
Tiinke that thy babes were fairer thenthey were, 
And he that flew them fowler then he is : 
Bettring thy loſe makethe bad caule worler, 
Reuo!uing this will teach thee how tocurſe. 
On.My words are dull,O quicken them with thine, 
L .M.Thy woes will make them ſharp,& pierce like mine 
D ut. Why ſhouldcalamity be full 'of words? Exit 414, 
©- Windy atturnies to your clients WOCsz 
ery ſucceeders of inteſtate ioyes, 
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P&ore breathing erators of miſenes, 
Let them haue icope,though what they do impart 
Helpenotall,yetdo they ca(e the heart, 
D#t.1f ſo then be not toung-tide, goe with me. 
And in the breath of bitter words,lets ſmother +; _, 
My damned forne, which thy two ſonnes ſmotherd.. + 
T heare his Drum, be copious in exclaimes. 
EmerKing Richard, marching with Drums, 
| and Trumpets. 
King, Who- intercepts my expedition ?- 
Dut- A ſhe; that might haue intercepted thee, - 
By ſtrangling thee in her accurſed wombe, 
From all the flaughters wretch,thatthou haſt done, 
2s. Haſtthou that forehead witha golden Crowne; - 
Where ſhould be granen , if that rigtit were, right, 
The ſlaughter of the Prince that owde that Crowne, -- 
And the Jie death of my two ſonnes, and brothers : 
Tell me thou viilaine flaue}, where are my children? 
Daxt.Thon tode,thoutode,where is thy brother Clarence? 
And little Ned Plantagenet, his ſonne ? 
2s. W here is kind Haftings, Rivers Vanghan,Gray ? 
King. A flouriſh Trumpets, ſtrike alarum Drums, 
Let not the heauens heare theſe tel-tale women 
Rayle on the Lords Anoynted, Strike I ſay. The trumprtr 
Eyther be patient, and 4ntreat me faire, ſonnd: * 
Or with the clamorous reports of warre, 
Thus will I drownd your exclamations, 
Dat. Art thou my ſonne ? 
K ing«1, I thanke.God , my Father ,and your ſelfe+ 
D«e.Then patiently heare my impatience. 
King, MaddamT haue a touch of your condition, 
Which cannot brooke the accent ot reprocte, 
Dat. I willbe mild and gentle in my ſpeech. 
K ing. And bricte good mother for lam in halt» 
Dai. Art thou ſo baſte I haue tlayd for thee, 
God knows in anguiſh, paine,and agonie. 
King. And came 1 not at lalt ro comtort you ? 
D ar.No by the holy rood thou knowitirt well, 
<houcamboneartho make the earth my hell; 
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A grieuons burthen was thy birth to me, 

Tetchy and waiward was thy infancy, . 

Thy ſchoole-daies frightfull, detperate, $11d and furious: 
Thy age confirmd,proude,ſubtiie,bloody trecherous, 
What comtortable houre canlt thou name, 

Thatener graced me in thy company ? 

Kin. Faith none but Hamptreys houte, that cald your 
To breakefaft once forth of my company ? _ (Grace 
If it be fo grietous in your fight, 

Let me maich on, and not-offend you grace- 
Dat.O heare me ſpeake,for T ſhall neuer ſee thee more, 
Kin. Come, come,you are too buter. 
” Dt. Eyther thou wilt die by Gods iuſt ordinance 
Ere from this ware thou turne a conquercur 
. Oc I with griefe and extreame age ſhall periſh, 
And nener lnoke vpon thy face againe : 
Therefore take witb thee my moſt heauy curſe, 
W hich in the day of bartell tire thee more 
Then all the compleat armour that thou wearſlt 
My prayers on the aduerſe party fight, 
And there the littie ſoules of Eawards children 
Whiſper the ſpirits of thine enemies, 
And promiſe them luccefle in victory, 
Bloody thou art, and bloody will be thy end, 
Shame ſerues thy life,and doth thy death attend. Exe. 
24-Though far more cauſe, yet much leſle ſpirit to curle 
Abides in me, I ſay amento all. 

Kin.Stay Maddam,l muſt fpeake a word with you» 

£*-l haue no more ſonnes of the royal! blood, | 
For thee to murther, for my daughters, 'R:ch 4rd 
They ſhall be praying Nunnes,not weeping Queenes, 
And therefore leuell not to hit their liues, 

Kin, You havea daughtercald Elizaberh, 
Vertuous and faire,royall and gratious- 

2%. And mult ſhe die for this ? O ler her liue, 
And ile corrupt ker manners, ſtaine her beauty, 
Slander my ſelfe,as falſe ro Edward: bed, 

Throw ouer her the vaile of infamy, 
5 50 ſhe may live vnicard from bleeding flanghter _ 
| wil 
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I will confeſfe ſhe was not Edward: daughter. 
Kin. Wrong not her birth, ſhe is of royal! blobd. 
2», To ſave her lifejle ſay ſhe is not ſo. 
Km. Her life is onely (afeft in her birth. 
£#. And only inthat fafety dyed her brothers» 
Kim.Lceat their births good Rarresare oppoſit 
24,Noto their lives bad triends were contrary« 
Km, All vnanoyded is the doome of deſtiny- 
Q#. True when auoyded grace makes deftiny, 
My babes were deſtind toa farrer death, 
If grace had bleſt thee with a fairer life. | 
Kim, Maddam ſo thrive Iin my dangerous attempt of ho- 
As Iintend more good to youand yours, (file armes, 
Then euer you and yours were by me wrong'd. 
9s.What good iscouered with the face of Heauen, 
To be diſcouered that can do me good. 
Kin, 1 he aduancement of your children mighty Lady, 
2#.Vp to ſomeſcaffold,there to looſe their heads. 
K im.No,to the dignity, and height of honour, 
The height 1mperiall type cf this earths glory» 
2u- Flatter my ſorrows withreport of it, 
Tell me what ſtate, what dignity what honor, 
Canſt thou demite to any child of mine. 
Km,Euen all I haue, yea and my lelfeand all, 
Willl endow a child of rhine, 
So in the Lethe of thy angry ſoule, 
Thoudrownd the ſad'\remembrance of thoſe wrongs 
Which thou ſuppoſelt I haue done to thee. 
2-,Be briefe, leaſt that the proceſſe of thy kindneſſe 
Laſt longer telling then thy kindneſle doo. 
Kn.Then know that from my ſoule Ilouemy danghtcr, 
2, My daughters mother thinks it with her ſoule. 
Kin, What do yon thinke ? 
2. That thou dofſt love my daughter from thy foule, 
So from thy foule didft chou ione her brothers, 
And from my hearts lone, I thanke thee for it, 
K:n.Be not ſo hafty to confound my meaning, 
I meane that with my ſoule 11oue thy daughter, 
And meane to make her Quecne of England, 
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#.22y then whe dneſt thou meane ſhall be her Ring ?- 
Te. - Ars he that'makes her Queene, who ſhonld elic? 
2x. What thou ? : 

K:ng.l, even 1, what thinke you of it Maddam 2 
9x. How canſt thou woe her ? 
K mng, 1 hat 1 would leame of you, 
As cne that were beſt aquainted with her humor, - 
9s. And wilt thou learne of me? 
K ing. Maddam with all my heart. 
2», Send to her by the man that ſlew her brothers 
A paire of bleeding hearts, thereon ingraue, 
Edward and Yorke , then happily ſhe will weepe, 
Therefore preſent to her , as ſometimes 4argrer 
Did to my Father,a handkercheffe Reept in Rwalands blood 
And bid her dry her weeping eyes therewith, 
If this inducement force her notto lous, 
Send her a ſtory of thy noble as: 
Tell her thou mad' away her vnckle Clarence, 
Her Vncle Rixers , yeaand for her ſake 
Madeſt quicke conueyance with hergood Aunt Arne. 
XK ing,Come;come,ye mocke me,thus 15 not the way 
To winne your daughter. 
4+ There 15no other way, 
Vnieſſe thoucouldelt put on ſome other ſhape; 
And not be Richard , that hath done all this. 
King. \nferre faire Englands peace by his alliance« 
On, Which ſhe ſhall purchace witill laſting warre» ” 
King, Say thatthe King which may nam o hn | 
2. That ather hands which the Kings king torbid, 
K ing Say ſhe ſhall be a high and mighty Queene+ 
2x. To waile the title as her motherdoth. 
K ing-Say I will loue hereuerlaſtingly- 
#. But how long ſhall thattitleeuer laſt ? 
Kimg.$weetly in! orce vnto her faire lines end, 
.C*, DPut how long fairely ſhall thattitle laſt ? 
King-Solong as heauen and nacure lengthens its 
Cx. Solong as hell and Richard likes of it. 
Kmng-Say I her Soneraigne am her ſubietlone, 
2».Butſhe yourſubictt loths ſuch Soucraignty, 
: King. 


of Richard the Third. 


Kin. Beelequent in my behalfe to her, 

2x. An honeft tale ſpeeds beſt being plainely told. 
Km. Then in plaine termes teil her my louingtale. 
.9».Plaine, and not honeſt is to harſh a tile, 


Kin. Maddam: your reaſons are tno ſhallow and too 
9+. O no,my reaſons 2reto deepe and'dead : (quicke, 


Too deepe and dead poore mfantsin their grave, 
Harpe on it Rill ſhall I, till heart-ftrings breake, 

K:m.Now by my George, my Garter,and my Crowne« 

.2n, Prophan'd, diſhonou'd,and the third yſurped. 

Kin. ] ſweare by'nothing « 

2«.By nothing, for this 15 no oath, 
The George prophan'd,hath loſt his holy honour: 
The Garter blemiſht, pawn d his Knightly vertue : 
The Crowne vſurpt diigrac't his Kingly dignity, 
It nothing thou wilt ſweareto be deloned, : 
Sweare then by ſomething that thou haſt not wrong'd, 

Kin. Now by the worid-+ 
£2s.Tis full of thy foule wrongs. 
-K mm. My fathers Qeath, 
9%, Thy felfe hath that diſhonour'd. 
Ks, 1hen by my ſelfe- 
x.Thy fifechy ſelfe miſuſed. 
K in. Why then by Ged- 
Me Gods wrong 15 moſt of all: 

If thou hadft fear d,to breake an oath by him, 
T he vnity the Kipg thy brother made, 
Had not beene broken,nor my brother flaine« 
If thou haUlt tear'd to breake an oath by him, 
The imperial] mettall circling now my brow, 
Had-grac't the tender temples of my child, 
And both the Princes had beene breathing here, 
Which now two tender playfellows for duſt, 
Thy broken faith had made a prey fer wormes-» 

Kin.By the ume to come- - 

2. lhat thou haſt wrong'd, in time '6repaſt, 
For tmy ſelfe haue many tearesto waſh 
Hereafter time for time, by the paſt wrong 'd, 


The children liue, whoſe parents thou hatt ſlaughtered, 
C3 Vn- 
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Vngonerd youth, to waile it with her age, 
The parents line whole children thou halt butchered; 
Old witherd plants to waile it with their age: | 
Sweare not by timeto come, for that thou haſt 
Miſuſed,ere vied, by time miſuſed orepaſt, 

King. As intend to proſper and repent, 
So thrine I in my dangerous attempt 
Of hoſtile armes,my telfe, my ſelfe confound, 
Day yeuld 'me not thy light,nor night thy reſt, 
Be oppoſite all planets of good lucke 
To my proceedings,if with pure hearts loue, 
Immaculated denotion,holy thoughts, 
1 tender not thy beautious Princely daughter, 
In her confilts my. happineſle and thine. 
Without her follows to this land and me- 


+ Tothee her ſelfe and many a Chriſtian ſoule, 


Sad deſolate rune and decay- 
It cannot be auoyded but by this : 
It will not be auoyded but by this: | 
Therefore good mother ( 1muſt call youſo ) 
Be the atturney of my loue to her. 
Plead what I will be,not what I hane beene, 
Not by deſerts, but what I will deſerue: . 
Me. - the neceſſity and Rate of times, 
And be not peeuiſh fond in. deepe delignes, + 
24. Shall I be tempted of the dinell thus ? 
King.1,if the divell tempt theeto.doe good: 
24, Shall 1 forget my felfe,to be my ſelfe?, 
K ing-I,if your telues remembrance wrong yout ſelues+ 
Qs. But thou d'dlt kill my children, 
K mg. But in your daughters wombe ile bury them, 
WW herein that ne!t of fpicery there ſhall breed, 
Selfes of themſeclyes to your recomfiture. 
Qs. Shall 1 goe winne my daughter to thy will ? 
King. And be a happy mother in the deed. 
Qz. | goe, virite to me yery ſhortly. 
King.Beare her my true loues kifle: farewell. Exit Qu. 
Retwpting foole,and ſhallow changing woman. Exrer Rats 
Rats My gracious foucraigne ontie Y efterne coaſt, 
| | Rideth 
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Rideth a puiſſant Nany :” To the ſhore, 

Throng many doubrfull hollow hearted friends; 
Vnarmd and vnreſolu'd to beate them backe: 
Tis thoughtrthat Richmond is their Admirall : 
And there they hull expeRting but the ayd, 


Of Buckingham, to welcome them to ſhore. &# 
King-Some light-foote friend poſt tothe Doof Norfotke- 


R ab; thy lelfe,or Caterby where is he ? 
Cat. Here my Lord. 
+ King, Flyeto the Duke: poſt thou to Salisbury, 

W hen thou commeſtthere,dult ynmindfull villaine 

W hy and thou fill, and goeſt notro the Duke? 

Car. Firlt mighty ſoueraigne let me know your mind, 

Whar from your grace 1 fhall deliver him, 

Kin.O true,good Caresby bid himleauie ffraight, 

The greateſt ſtrength and power he can make, 

And meete me preſently at Salirbary, | (bury? 
Rat.W hat is your highneſle pleaſure I ſhall doat Saliſ- 
King.Why,what ſhould thou doethere before I goe? 
Rar. Your highnefſe told me I ſhould poſt before. 
King, My mind is chang'd fir,my nind ischang'd: 

How now, what news with you ® ' Emer Darby. 
Dar. None good my Lord to pleaſe you with hearing, 

Nor none ſo bad but it may well be told. 

King. Hoyday ariddle neyther good nor bad : 

W hy doſt thou runne ſo many miles about, 

W hen thou may tell-thy tale a nezrer way, 

Once more what news ? 

D ar. Richmond is on the (eas: 
King. There let him finke,and be the ſeas on him, 

White linered runnagate”, ' what doth he there ? 

Dar.1 know not mighty ſoueraigne but by gueſle 
King. Wellfir,as you guefſe, ] 
Dar. Sturd'vp by Dor/or, Buckingham, and Elj, 

He makes for England, there to elayme the Crowne, 
Kipg. Is the chaire exppty ? Is the (word ynſvaid ? 

Is the King dead ? the Empire vnpoſſeRR? 

What heire of Torke 15 therr aliue- but we * + 

And whois Englandj King, but great Torkes heire ? 

K = Then 
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' Then tell me, what doth he vpon the 4eas ? ! 


Dar.Vnleſle for that my Liege I cannot gueſſe, 
Kin. Vnlefle for that he comes to be your | iege, 
You cannot gueſſe wheretare the Welchmen comes, 
Thou wit reuolt and flye to him Ifeare. 
D ar. No mighty Liege, therefore miſtruſt me not. 
. Kin. Where is thy power now to. beat them backe? 
Where ak thy tenants, and thy followers? 
Are they not now ypon the welterne ſhore, - | 
SafeconduQing the rebels from their ſhips. +. 
Dar.No my good Lord,my friends are in the North. 
Kin, Cold frindsto K chard, what dothey inthe North? 
W hen they ſhould ſerve their ſoueraigne in the Weſt, 
Dar. They haue not bincommanded mighty ſoucraigne, 
Pleaſe it your Maieſty,to give me leave, 
Ile muſter vp my friends, and meet your Grace, 
Where and whattime your Maieſty ſhall pleaſe ? 
Ks. I,I,thou won!dſt be gon to ioyne with Rechmond, 


' Iwill not uſt you ſir+ 


Dar, MoRt mighty ſoneraigne, 

You haue nocauſe tohold my friendſhip doubrfull 

1 ncuer was,nor neuer will be faiſe- ( 
Kin.Well,goe muſter thy men ; but heare you, leaue be- 


' Your ſon George Stanley, logke your fa yth be firme: 


Or elſe his heads aſſurance is hut fraile. | 

Dar.So deale with him,as I proue true to-yon. Exits 

Emer a Cleſenger, | 

HMeſ-My gracious ſoueraigne now in Dexontire, 
Ast by friends am well advertiſed, 
Sir William Courmmey, and the kaughty relate + 
Biſhop of Exeter, his brother there, 
Waith many more contederates aic in armes, 

. Fmter another Meſſenger. 
Aﬀeſ: My Liege,in Kent the Guilfords are in armes, 

And euery houre,more competors 


k! 


*Flocke totheir ayd,and ſUll their power encreaſeth>. 


ner another Meſſenger. 
Ateſ, My Lord the army of the Duke of Buckingham. 
He ſtrikes him 
Kings 


of Richard the Third, 


X i»g. Out onofe Ow'es, nothing but ſongs ofdeath,' 
Takethat vntiil, you-bring-me Hetter newes. 

Meſ. Your = ultakes, the newes I-bring is good, 
My new es 1s , that by iudden flood and fall of walers, 
The Duke of Buckrghamvarmy is difperſt and ſcattered 2 
And he himfelfe fled no man knowes whither. 

King.O | cry you merey 1 did miſtake, 
Ratcl:ffe reward'him for the blow I giue him; 
Hath any well aduiſed friend given out, - 
Rewards for him that brings 1n Buckingham ? 

Meſe Such Proclamation hath beene made my Liege, 
4 , Emer another Meſſenger. 

Meſ.Sir Thomas Lowell, and' Lord Marques Dorſer, © 
Tis ſaid my Liege are vp inarmes- , 
Yet this good comfort bring I to'your grace, | 
The Brittaine Nauyis diſpertt , Richmond in Dorſetſhire, 
Sent out a boat to aske them' one the ſhore; :: 

If they were his ailiſtants, yea, or no : 

Who anſwered him theycame from Buckingham 
Vpon his party : he miſtruſting them; 

Hoiſt faile, and made away or Brittaines 

Kin.March on,march on;fince we are vp in armes. 
If not to fight with forraine enemyes, 

Yet to bare downe theſe rebels here at home. 

j Enxer Caterby. 

<Cat.My Liege;the Duke of Backingham is taken, 
Thats the beſt newes ; that the Earle of Kahmwond 
Is with a mighty power landed at 41i{ford, 

Is colder newes, yet they muſt be told- 

King. Away towards Salisbury , while we reaſon here, 
A royall battell might be wonne and loſt. | 
Some one take order Buckinghaw-be. brought 
So Salisbury, the reſt march on with me. 

Emer Darby, Sir Chriſtopher. 
D ar Sir Chriſt»pher,cell Richmond this from me, 
That in the tie of this moſt blond y bore, 
My ſon George Stanley is franckt vp in hold, 
It 1 reuolt off goes yong Georges head , 
The feare of that, wath=holds my preſent aide, 
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But rell me, where'is Princely Richmond now ? 
Chri. At Pembroke,or at Hereford, welt in Wales. . 
Dar, What menof name refort to him ? | 
Cri. Sir Walter Herbert ,a renowned fouldier, 
Sir Gilbert Talber,' fir William Stanley, 
O-+ford,redoubted Pembrooke, fir lames Blunt, 
Rice ap Thomas, witha valiant crew, 
With many more of noble fame and worth, 
And towards London they doe bend their conrſe, 
If by the way they be not fought withall. 
Dar.Returne vnto my Lord,commend me to him 
Tell him,the Queene hath heartily conſented 
He fhall eſponſe El:zabeth ber danghter, 
Theſe Letters will reſolue him of my mind, 
Farewell. "  Exeunt, 
Enter Buckingham to execution, 
Bac. Will not KingK:hardlet me ſpeake with. him * 
Rat.No my Lord, theretorebe patient, | 
Buc. Haſtings and Edward: children, Rizers,Gray 
Holy King Hewry, and thy faire fonne Edward, 
Vaughan, and all that haue miſcarned, 
By vndezhand corrupred foule iniuſtice, 
If that your moody ditcontented foules, 
Do through the clouds behold this prefem houre, 
Euen for reuenge mocke my deſtruction: 
This is All-ſoules day fellowes is it not ? | 
Rat.Itis my Lord. 
Buce Why then All-ſonles day,is my bodies Doomeſday- 
This is the day thatin King Edward:time 
I wiſht might fall on me when I was found 
Falſe to his children, and his wiues allies: 
This is the day wherein 1 wiſht to fall, 
By the falſe fayth of him I truſted moſt : 
This is Ail-ſoules day,to nyFcarefull foule, 
Is the determined, deſpite of my wrongs: 
Thar high ali-ſeer that 1 dallied with, 


Hath turnd my fained prayer on my 
And giuen inearneſt what | begd in16h 
Thus doth be force the ſword of wicked men 


To 
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| Totufnetheir points on their maiſters boſome ; 


Now Aargrets curſe is fallen ypon my head, 
When he quoth ſhe, ſhall ſplit thy heart with ſorrow, 
Remember Margret was a propheteſle. 
Come {irs , conuey meto the blocke of ſhame, 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame, 
* Emer Rich with Drumes and Trumpets - 
Rich-Fellowes in armes,and my molt louing friends, 


| Brwii'd vnderneath the yoake of tyranny, 


Thus farre intothe bowels of the land, 
rave we marcht on without impediment : 
And heere receive we from our Father Stanley, 


- * Lines of faice comfort,and encouragment, 

/ The wretched , bloody, and yſurping boare, 
"Thatſpail'd your ſommer-field, ms 

Swils your warme blood like waſh,and makes his trough, 


fruitfull vines, 


In your imboweld boſome, this foule ſwine 


. Lies now euen in the center of this Ile, 


Neereto the Towne of Leicefter as we learne: |, 
From T amworth thither,is bat one dayes march: 
In Gods name cheare 0n,couragious friends. 
To reapethe harueſt of perpetual peace, 
By this one bloody iryall ot ſharpe warre- 
1 Lox. Every mans conſcience is a thonfand ſwords 
To fight againſt that bloody homicide. 
2 Lor.] doubt- not but his friends will flye to vs: 
3 Lor.Hehathno friends but what are friends for feare 
W hich in his greateſt necd will Chrinke from him. 
Rich.All for our aduantage, then in Gods name march, 
True hope is fwift,and flies with ſwallowes wings, 
Kings it makes Gods,and meaner creatures Kings. 
Emer King Richard, Nor-Ratcliffe Catesby wit other-. 
King. Here pitch our tents, euen herein Boſworth fields 
Why how naw Catesby, why lookeft thou fo fad ? 
Cat. My heart isten times lighterthen my lookes- 
King « Norfolke come hither : 
Norfolke we muſt haue knockes, ha muſt we not ? 
Nor. We muſt both giue and take my gracious Lord, 
King.Vp with my tent, here will 1 \ to night, 
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Zue where tomorrow ? well all is one for that ? 

Whohath defried the number of the foe ; | 
Ver, Six or ſeuenthouſandis their greateſt number, 
Kws.Why, our battaliantrebles that account, 

Beſides thatia Kings name 15 a Tower of ſtrength, 

\Y high they vpon the aduerſe party want : 

Vpatih my Icntthere valiant Gentlemen, 

Let vs furaey the vantage or the held, 

Call for fome men of ſound diretion, 

Lets want no diſcipiine make no delay, 

for Lords to morrow isa bufie day, Exennte 

Emter Richard with the Lords, 
Rich. The weary Sunne hath made a golden tear, 

And by the bright tracke ofhis fiery Carre, 

Giues fignall ora goodly day to morrow, 

Whereis Sir V;ll.am Braxdos, he ſhall beare my ſtanderd, 

The Earle of Pembrooke keepe his regrment, 

Good Captaine Blart, beare my good nightro him, 

And by the ſecond houre in the morning. 

Defire rhe. Earle to ſee mein my Tent« 

Yet one thing more , good Blunt before thou goett, 
Where is Lord Sravnley quarterd, doeſt thou know ? 
Blunt. Vnleſſe F kane miſtaine his colours much, 

Which well I amaſſur'd I haue not done. 

His regiment lieth halfe a mile at leaſt, 

South trom the rmghty power of the King. 

Rich. It withour perrill it be poſſible, 

Good Captaine Blunt beare my good nighttohim, 

And giue him from me this moſt needfull ſcrowle. 
Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord , Ile yndertake it+ 
Rich, Farewell Good Blunt. 

Gine me {ome Inke and paperin my Tent, 

le, draw the forme and modle of our battel!; . 

Limut each leader to his ſenerall charge, 

And part in iuſt proportion our ſmall (trengrh : 

Come ler vs conſult ypon the morrowes bufinefle, ©: 


v 


Enter King Richard Nor. Rateliſe,Caterby. - 
King. Whatisaclocke! + 


wv -, 


Cat P 
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Cat, It is fixof theclocke, full ſupper-time- | 
Kin.] will not ſup tonight,giue me ſome Inkeand Paper 
| W hat is my Beauer eaſier then it was? 
And all my armour layd into my tent, 
Cat-It is my Liege,and all things are in readineſſe, 
Kin. Good Norfolke hie thee to thy charge, 
Vie carefull watca,chuſe truſty Centinell, 
Nor. I goe my Lord- 
Xin. Stur with the Larke to morrovw gentle Norfolee, 
Nor. I warrant you.my Lord, 
| Kin, Catesby, 
2 Rart.My Lord, 
| Kin,Send our a Purſeuant at armes 
To Stazleys regiment, bid him bring his powe: 
Before Surrrifing,leaft his fone George fall 
Ito the blind caue of eternall night, 
Fill me a boule of Wine, giue mea watch, 
Saddle white Surrey for the field tomorrow, 
Looke that my Rtaues be ſonad and nottoo heavy XK atchfe 
Ra:-My Lord- | 
Kin, Saweſt thou the melancholly L. Northnmberlana ? 
Rat. T hemas the Earle of Surrey, and himſelte+ 
Much like Cockſhut time, from troupe to troupe 
Went through the army chering vp the ſouldiers- 
Kin.Sb 1am ſatisfied, giue me cheats of Wine, 
I haue not that alacrity of ſpirit, 
Nor cleare of mind thatI was wont to haue : 
Set it downe,is Inke and paper ready? 
Rat. It is my Lord, 
Kin. Bid my guard watch,leave me, 
Razchffe about the midſt otnightcome to my tent 
And helpe to arme me,leaue me I ay. Exit Rat« 
Enter Darby to Richmond in his tent. 
Dar. Fortune and vifory fit centhy helrre- 
Rich, All comfort that the darke night can aford, 
Be to thy perſon noble father in law, b 
Teil me how fares our noble mother ? 
Dar, 1by atturney blefle thee from thy mother, 
Who prayes continually for ——_— good 
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So much for that: the ſilent houres ſteale on, 

A Rakie darkneile breakes within the Eaſt, 

Ih. briefe,for ſo the ſeaſon bids vs be: 

Prepare thy bartell carlyinthe morning, 

And pur thy fortuneto the arbitcrment 

Of b'oody ftrokes and mortall Raring warre, 

I as may,that which I would [ cannot, 

With bett aduantage will deceme the time, 

And ayd thee in this doubtfull ſhocke of armes: 

But on thy kde I may not be too forward, 

Leaſt being ſeene thy tender brother George, 

Beexecuted in his fathers fight. 

Farewell, the leiſure and the fearefull time: 

Cuts off the ceremomous vowes of lone, 

And ample enterchange of ſweet diſcourtc, 

W hieh ſo long ſfundred friends ſhould dwell ypon 

God giue jeiicre of theſerights of loue, 

Once more adiew, be valiant and fpeed well, 
Rich,Good Lords conduthim to his regiment: 

Tle triue with troubled thoughts totake a nap 

Leaſt leaden ſlumber peiſe me downe to morrtiy : 

When } ſhould mount with wings of viRory : 

Once more goodnight kind Lords,and Gemlemen. Exenng 

O thou whoſe captaine I account my ſelte, | 

Looke on my force with thy gracious eyes: 

Put in there hands thy brufing Irons of wrath, 

That they may cruſh downe with heauy fall, 

The yſurping helmet of our aduerſaries, 

Makevs thy miniſters of chaſticement ; 

That we may praiſe thee inthe vittory, 

To thee I doe commend. my watchful ſoule, 

Ere [ let fall the windows of mine eyes, 

Sleeping and waking,oh detend me Rill; 


w 


Enter the ghoſt of Prince Edward, ſonne to Henry the 6, 
Ghe#it roK.Ric. Letme fit heany onthy ſoule tomoxroww, 
Thinke how thou ftabſt me in my prime of youth 
Ar Tewkesbury : diſpaire and dye. 
To Rich. Be chearctull Richmond for the wronged ſoules 
Or 


—— 
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of Richardehe Third, | 
Of butchered Princes fight inthy behalfe, 
9 


King Hemries iſſue Richwond comforts thee. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Henry the 6. (body, 
Ghoſt ro K. RiBhard, When F was mortall my anoynted 
By thee was punched full of holes, 


Thinke onthe Tower,and me; deſpaire and die, 
Harry the ſixt bids thee defpaire and die, 

To Rich. Vertnous and ho!y,be thou conquerors 
Harry that Propheſied thou ſhonldR be King, 
Doth comfort thee inthy ſleepe,hueand flouriſh. 

Enter the Ghoft of Clarence, 
Ghoſt.Lert me fitheauy on thy foute to morrow, 
t thav was waſht to death with fulſome Wine, 
Poore Clarence by thy guile betrayd to death : 
To morrow in c & battell thinke on me, 
And fall thy edgeleſle ſword, deſpaire and die. 
T o Rich.Thou oft- ſpring of the houſe of Laxcafter 
The wronged heires of Yorke do pray for thee, 
Good Angels guard thy batrell,ueand flouriſh- 
Enter the Ghoſt of KR iners Gray, Vaughan. 

Re, Let me fit heauy on thy ſoule ro merroyw, . 
Riners,that died at Pomfree,defpaire and dye. 

Gray. Thinke vpon Gray, and let thy ſoule difpaire- 

Vaxgh. Thinke ypon Yawghan,and with guilty feare 
Ler fall ra launce,defpaire and die, 


Allto Rich. Awake and thinke our wrongs in Richards bo- 
Wil conquer him,awake and winthe day. (ſome, 
Enter the Ghoſt of L.Haftings. 
Ghoſt-Bloody and guilty,guiltily awake, Y 


And in a bloody bartell end thy dayes- 
Thinke on Lord Hajtings diſpaire and die, 
To Rich,Quier vntroubled ſoule,awake,awake, 

Arme,fight and conquer for faire England: fake, 

Emer the Ghoſt of two young Princes. 
Ghoſt. Dreame onyhy couſins ſmothered in theTower 

Let vs be layd within thy boſome Richard, 

And Weigh thee downe toruine ſhame and death, 

Thy Nephews foules bid thee diſpaire and die. 


To Ri-Sleepe Richmond {leepe 1n peace,and wake in ioy- 
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Cood Angels guard theefrem the Boares annoy, 
Lige and beger a happy race of Kings: 
| Edward: yahappy ſonnes do bid thee flouriſh- 
a 
Enter the Ghoit of Ducene - Anne, his wife, 

Richard,Thy wife,that wretched Anwettiy wites 
That ncuer ſlept a quiet koure with chee, 
Now fils thy ſleepe with perturbations, 
To morrow in tle battell thinke on tne, 

And fall thy edgeleſle ſword,diſpaire and die. 
To Rich, Thou quiet ſoule,ſleepe thou a quiet ſleepe, 
Dreame of ſucceſie,and happy victory, | 
Thy aducrfaries wife doth pray for thee, 


Enter the ghoſt of Buckingham. 
The firſt was I that helpt thee to the Crowne, 
The laſt was I that felt thy tyranny, 
O in the battcll thinke on Buckingham, 
And dic interrorof thy ailtineſ 
reame on,dreame on,ot bloody deeds and deatii; 
inting diſpaire, diſpairing yeild thy breath- 

o Rich. 1 dyed for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 
But cheare thy heart, and be not thou diſmayd, 
Gbd and good Angels fight on. Richmond; fide, 
And Richard fals in height of all his pride. 


K. Richard farted on of his-dareame. 

K. Rich. Giue me another horſe,bind vp my.wyounds: 
Haue mercy Ieſu: ſoft 1 did but dreame 
. O coward conſcience, how doſt thon affiict me ? 
The lights burne blew,jt is not dead midnight: 
Cold tearefull drops ſtand on my trembling fleſh, 
What do 1 feare my (elfe? theres none elic by, 
Richard loues Richard, that is, Jam 1, 
Is there a murtherer here, No. yes,l am, 
Then flie, what from my ſelfe ?. great reaſon why, 
Leaſt I renenge, What ? my ſelfe vpon my ſelte; 
Alacke'l loue my ſelfe, wherefore? for any good 
That my ſelfe hath done ynto my lelfe ; 


_— 


of Richard the Third, 
Ono : alas T rather hate my felfe, 
For hatefull deeds commirted by my felfe : 
I ama viflaine, yea}, 1 lye-F amnor, == 
Fooleof thy ſelfe ſpeake well foo!e doe nor flatter: 
My conſcience hath a thouſand ſenerall congues,. 
And enery tongue brings in a ſeuerall tale. 
And' euery tale condemnes me for a villaine: 
Periury, in the higheſt degree,” TIv- VIOINDSS 
Murder, fierne murder , inthe dyreſt degree, 
All ſeuerall linnes , allv{dein each'degree;, 
Throng alltothe Boare, crying all,guilty, guilty,'* 
I ſhall diſpalre there 15 no creature loues me, | * 
Andif1 die , 'no'foultThalt pitfie'n&"n07 0 nt 
And wherefore ſhould they ? fincethart 1my ſelfe, ©'- 
Find in my ſelfe, no pitty to myTelfes 
Me thought the ſoules of all-that 1hane murdred - 
Canie tq my Tent;and euery enedid threat * 
To morrowes vengeance on the head of Richard.” © 


"Enter Ratoliffe, x | = 


Rat. My Lord. *© | . 

King.-Lounds, who isthere ? 

Rar. My 'Lord tis/T + the early village Cocks, 
Haue thrice done {alutation'to the marne, 
Your friends are vp}, aid 'btiekle on their armonr; ' 


King..O Ratchffe I have dreant'd a fearefiill dreams; 


What think'ſt thon, will our friends proue all true ? 
Raz. No doubt my"Lardo OO "ol OO ES 
King. O Ratcliffe } feare , I feare, ' 

Rat. Nay good my Lord be nor atfraid'of ſhadowas, 
King-By the Apoſtie Pawl, ſhadowes to night 

Have ſtrocke' more terrour-to the foule of Richard, 

Then can the ſubltance oftenthouſand Souldiers 

Armed in proote, and led by ſhallow Richmond. 

Tis not yet neere day comegoe with me, 

Vnder our Tents, lle play the eweſe-dropper, 

To heare 1t any meane to fhrinke from me, Exenrt, 


Emerthe Lords to Richmond: - 
Lords, Good morro\w- Kichmonds. 4 
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Rich. Cry mercy Lords, and watchfull gentlemen, | 
That you haue tanea tardy {luggurd heere, 

Ler. How haue you ſlept my Lord? 

Rich. The ſweeteſt leepe, and faireſt boding dreames, 
That euet entred in a drowſie head » | | 
Haue 1 ſince your departure had my Lord : | 
Methought their ſoules whoſe body Richawradmurthered, 
Cameto my Tent andcried on victory ; 

I promiſe you my ſoule is very iocund, 
In the remembrance of 1o faire a.dreame, 
How farre into the mourningis it Lords ? 

Lor. Vpon the ſfroke of toure. 

Rich. Why thencistime to arme;; and giue diteRion- 
More then I haue {aid,louing countrymen, (His Orarien te 
Theleifure and inforcement of the time, (#/s Sonddier-. 
Forbids.to dwell ypon -, yet remember thus; 

God , and our good cauſe, fight vypon our fide, 
The prayers of holy Saints and wronged foules, 
Like high reard bulworkes'fand betcre our faces, 
Rychard except, thoſe whom we fight again; 
Had rather haue vs winne, then him they fallow +- *, 
For whats he.they follows? rryel gentlemen; * 
A bloody tyrant, and « bogrle? be. os | 2b? 
On raiſed in blaud and dnin-bload eftablithed ; 
One that made meanestorcomse by tbathe Mach, . . .-. 
And ſlaughtered thoſe that were the meanes to helpehim ; 
A bace foule ſtone , made precious. by the ſoyle 
Of England: chaire , where he is falſly (er, 
On that hath euer beene Gods enemy : 
Thenif yon fight againſt Gods enemy. 
God will in iuftice reward yon as his Souldiers 
If you ſweare toput a tyrant downe, 
You ſleepe ia peace the tyrant being laine, 
If you doe fight againſt your countryes foes, 
Your countries fat ſhall pay your paines the hire, 
If you doe fight in ſafegard of your wiues, 
Your wiues (hall welcome home the conquerours : 
If you doe free your children from the Sword, 
Your childrens children quits it in your age ; * q 
The 
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Then in the name of God and all theſe rights, 
Aduaree your {tandards, draw your willing Swords 
For me , the ranſome of my bold attempr, 
Shall be this cold corps on the Earths cold face : 
Bur if I thrive, the gaine of my attempt, 
1heleaſt of you ſhall ſhare his part thereof, 
Sound drumes and trumpets boldly, and cheerefully, 
God, and Saint George , Richmond , and victory- 
A Enter K ings Richard, Rat. Ce. 
King.What ſayd N, onde astouching Richmona? 
Rar- That he was.neuer train'd vp in Armes. 
K ins .He ayd thetruth,and what Lid Swtrey then» 
Rar. He ſmiled and ſayd , the better for onr purpoſe. 
King He wasinthe right, and1o indeed it is : 
Tell the Clocke there. The Clocks ftriketh, 
Ghute me a Kalender ; who ſaw the Sunne to day ? 
Rar. Not 1 my Lord. 
XKing.Then he diſdaines te ſhine , for by the Booke; 
He ſhould hauebrau'd the Eaſt an houre agoe, , 
A blacke daywill it be to ſome body. - 
Rat-+ My ['Lord. . 
King. The Sunne will not be ſeeneto day, 
The skte doth frowne and lower ypenour Arthy, _ 
I would theſe deyyteares were om the ground, 
Not ſhine today , why , what is that to me __ 
More then to Rithmond?fot thefeſfe-fame keauen 
That frownes on me lookes ſadly vpon him- 
Emer Norfolhe. 
Nor. Arme,arme, my Lord, the toe yaunts in the field. 
King.Come buſtle, buftle,capariſcn my Horſe, 
Call vp Lord Sravnley ,, bid him bring his power, 
] will lead forth my Souldiers to the plaine, 
And thus my batcell ſhall be ordered. 
My fore-ward ſhall be drawne in length, 
Conſiſting equally of Horſe and Foote» 
Our Archers ſhall be placed inthe midſt, 
Tohn Duke of Norfolke , Thomas Earle of Surry 
Shall haue the leading of the Foote and Horſe, 
They thus direged , we will follow 
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Inthe maine baitell,whoſe puifſance on eyther (ide 
Shall be well winged with our ctiefeſt Horſe ? 
This,and Saint George to boote, what thinkeſt thon nor. 

Nexr. A good direction warlike Soueraigne, He (kewerh 
This found I one my Tent this morning. him a paper. 

Tockey of Norfolke be not to bold, | 
For Dickon thy maiter 1s bought and ſo!d. 

King, A thingdeviſed by the enemy, 
Goe Gentlemen euery man vnto his charge, 
Let not eur babling dreames affright our ſoules, 
Conſcience is a word that cowards vie, 
Deuiſde at firſt to keepe the ſtrong in awe, 
Our ftrong armes be our conſcience, our {words our law. 
March on, ioyne brauely , let vs to it pell mell, 
If not to Heauen, then hand in hand to hell, His Oration 
What ſhall I ay more then I have inferd, ye his Army» 
Remember who you are in cope withall, 
A ſort of Vagabonds, Raſcols, and run-awayes, 
A ſcum of Bricaines , and baſe Iackey Peſants, 
Whom their ore cloyed Country vomits forth 
To deſperate aduentures and affur'd deſtruion, 
You ſleeping fate they bring you to vnreſt : 
You hauing lands and blett with beautious wines, 
They would reſtraine the one, diſtaine the other, 
\.nd who doth Jead them but a paltry fellow ? 
Long kept .in Brittaime at our mothers colt, 
A milke-{op one that never in his life 
Felt ſo much cold as ouer ſhooes in Snowy : 
Lets whip theſe ftraglers orethe Seas ag1ine, 
Laſh hence theſe ouerweening rags of France, 
Theſe famiſht beggers weary of their liues- 
V Vhoburt for dreaming on this fond exploit, 
| For want of meanes poore rats had hang'd themſelues. 
If webeconquered let men conquer vs, 
And not theſe baſtard Brietaines whom our fathers 
Haneintheirowne land beaten,bob'd and thumpr, 
And onrecord left them the heires of ſhame. 
Shall theſeenioy our land , lie with our wines ? 
Rauiſh onr daughters, harke 1 heare there Drum, 
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Fight Gentlemen of England fight boldly Yeomen 
Draw Archers, draw your Arrowes to the head: 
Spur your proud horſes hard, and ride jn blood, 
Amaze the welking with your broken Raues, 
What {ayes Lord Sranley will he bring his power? 
Meſ. My Lord he doth deny to come. 
Kin. Off with lus ſonne Georges head, 
Nor. My Lord, the Enemy is paſt the marſh, 
After the battell let George Stanley dye. 
Kin. A thouſand-hearts are great within my boſome, 
Aduance our Randards, ſet ypon our fees, 
Our ancient word of courage faire Saint George 
Inſpire vs with the fpleene of fiery Dragons, 
Vpon them,victory ſits on our helmes. 
Alarum excurſions. Enter Caterby. 
Cat-Reſcew my Lord of Norfolke,relcew,reſcew 
The King ena&s more wonders then a man, 
Daring and oppoſite to.euery danger, 
—_—_— is ſlaine,and all on foote he fights, 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 
Reſcew faire Lord, or elſe the day is loſt. Enter KR ichard« 
Kin, Ahorſea horie,my —s ho. for a horſe. 
Cat, Withdraw my Lord,-ile helpe you toa horſe. 
Kin, S$laue 1 have ſet my life vpon a caſt, 
And I will ſtand the hazzardof ghe die, 
I thinke there be 11xe Richmond: 1n the ficld, 
Fine haue i ſlaine to day inſtead of him. 
A horſe, a horſe, my Kingdome for a horſe, 


Alarum, Enter Richard & Richmond, they fight, Richard is 


[laine, then retrait being ſounded. Enter R ichmond, Darby 
bearing the Crowne with other Lords. 
Rich. God and your armes be prayſed viRorious friends, 


The day is ours,the bloody dogs dead. 


Dar. Couragious Richmond, well halt thou acquit thee, 
Loe here this long vſurped royalties, 
From the dead temples of this bloudy wretch, 
Haue I pluckt off to grace thy browes withall, 
Weare it, and make much of it. 
Rich. Great God of Heauen fay Amen to all, 
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Bat tell. me, is young George Sranley lining 
Dar, Heis my Lord and ſafe in LeStey towne, 

Whether ift pleaſe you,we may now withdraw ys» 
Rich. NVhat men of nameare (laine on eyther fide ? 

Tohn Duke of Norfolke, Walter Lord Ferris , fir 
RK obert Brokenbury , fir William Brandon, 

Rich, Inter their bodies as become their births, 

Proclaimea pardon tothe ſouldiers fled, 

That in ſubmiſſion will returne to.vs, 

And then as we haue tanethe Sacrament, 

VVe willynitethe white roſe and the red 

Smile heauen yponthis faire conun&ion, 

That long hath frown'd vpon their emnity- 

V hat traytor heares me,and ſayes not Amen? 

England hath long bin mad, and (card her (elfe, 

The brother blindly ſhed the brothers blood, 

The father raſhly {laughtered-his owne fonne, 

The ſonne compeld being butcher to thetather, 

Ai! this dinided Yorke and Lancafter, 

Diuided intheir dite diuifion- 

O now Jet Richmend,and Elizabeb, 

Thetrue ſucceeders of each royall houſe, _ 

By Gods faire ordinance conioyne together, 

And lettheir heires (God if they will beſo) 

Enrich the timerocome with imoothefac't peace 

With {ſmiling plenty and faire proſperous daies, 

Abate the edge oftraytors gracious Lord 

That would reducetheſe bloody dayes againe, 

And make poore Eng/and weere in freames of blood, 

Let themnot hue totaſte this lands increaſe, 

That would with treaſon wound this faire lands peace, 

Now c1uili wounds are ſtopt, peace 1wes againe, 

That ſire may long liac here, God ſay Amen. 
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